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THE MOST EXQUISITE PRODUCTIONS IN * FRENCH TOILET REQUISITES FOR 1O0O YEARS 
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Reproduction of the original 
warrant conferred on Veolay 
(Maison Violet) by Napoleon III. 


Interior by Miss Ghe>n, Inc 


Bondar of Mos ferome appoleon Donapart 


In appointing Veolay (Maison Violet) the Court 

a parfumeur, Napoleon III established a family tradition 
still observed by Mrs. Jerome Napoleon Bonaparte, 
one of the social leaders in America and abroad 
included among the distinguished patronesses 
of Veolay perfumes and requisites. 


VVEOLAY 


MAISON VIOLET, 29 Boulevard des Italiens, PARIS 
Frank M. Prindle & Co., Sole Agents, 267 Fitth Avenue, New York 


PERFUMES TOILET WATERS POWDERS TALCUMS ROUGE CREAMS SOAPS_ BATH SALTS 





SPECIALTIES 


























TIFFANY & GO. 


JEWELRY PEARLS SILVERWARE 


THE UTMOST IN QUALITY 


MAIL INQUIRIES GIVEN PROMPT ATTENTION 


FIFTH AVENUE & 31 STREET 
NEW YORK 
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Under the keen appraisal of scores of critical eyes, 


you will be glad you wore your new “ONYX POINTEX” silk stockings, for you can be 
supremely confident of their perfection. They are correct in fit because they are full 
fashioned. They are correct in color because they are made in shades to harmonize with 
every color scheme. They are correct in style because they are “ONYX POINTEX”—made 
with the fashionable heel reinforcement that makes trim ankles look even more graceful. 


“POINTEX” stockings are the very best grade Most department stores and specialty shops 
of “ONYX”. There are many other “ONYX” carry “ONYX”. If you are in doubt where to 

as buy them most conveniently, we shall be glad 
to send you the address of the nearest dealer, 


together with our booklet, “How to Care for 
Silk Hosiery” 


Hosiery 






styles, however, in silk, in wool, in mercerized 
lisle and in sport mixtures. “ONYX” are made 
for men and children, too. 


“Onyx 














‘6 ” . 
Onyx’’ Hosiery Inc Wholesale New York © 1923 
Har r’s Bazar e - HARPER'S BAZAR is publis ped, _Monthly at 119 Ww - 40th St., N: Ww York, by International Vol. LVIII 
So thy 1923 Magazine Company. Printed in S. A. Yearly subse a pric $4.00. Entered as second No. 11 


class matter May 4th, 1901, at the post office New York, N. Y., unde: the act of March 3rd, 1879. 
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Franklin Simon & Co. 


Fifth Avenue, 37th and 38th Sts., New York 















For Mademoiseller 
THE NEW COATS 


ARE FuR BORDERED 
As WELL AS FuR 


COLLARED AND CUFFED 


Coat Suop ror MApEMOISELLE 
Third Floor 











Worn by Aliss Alartha Mansfield 











Model 73 — Coat of fashona—a new soft 
fabric-—with border, double roll collar and deep 
cufls of stone marten opossum ~~a new and 


flattering fur. Black, kit fox gray, 00 
coftee brown or tampa (a new fawn shade) 145 e 


Medel 75—Coat of gerona with wide border, 
Jarge double roll collar and deep cuffs of genu~ 


ine natural beaver fur; in black, 


coflee brown ortampa (a new fawn shade) 155 ‘ 


Sizes 14 to 20 years 


Worn by Alive dlartha Alans field 








Entire Contents Copyrighted, 1923, by Franklin Simon & Co., Inc. 
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22—Nightgown of pleated crepe Georgette with 
yoke and little pockets of fine ecru lace, Val. 
lace edging, colored velvet ribbons, Peach, 


orchid, flesh or black. . . . « - - 19.75 


23—Crepe-back satin step-in chemise with net 
edged points. Peach, flesh or white. 10.75 


24—Crepe de chine step-in chemise with trim- 
ming of fine Val. lace and lace inserted bow- 
knot. Orchid, peach, flesh or black. . 5.50 


25—Nightzown to match No. 24 chemise. 10.50 


26—Garters of satin ribbon with little ostrich 
“wheels” and - pa. Blue, pink, black 


or orchid. * ‘ -tvw. = 


27—Garters of shirred satin ribbon with silk 
rosebuds. Pink. orchid, blue orblack . 2.75 


28—Crepe-back satin nightgown with insertions 
of Val. laces, two-tone satin ribbon sash. Peach, 


Oe eee eee ee | 


29—Step-in chemise to match nightgown, of 
crepe-back satin with insertions of fine wide 


and narrow Val. laces. . . . . ~ 12.50 


30—Two-piece pajama of crepe-back satin 














Wks me ee | % with edgings of Margot lace; two-tone ribbon 
rise. ; sash. White, flesh, orchid or peach. . 29.50 
ws 
omens — 9 
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BONWIT TELLER &CO. 
The Specially Shop of Orizinalions 


FIFTH AVENUE AT 38™ STREET, NEW YORK 





Hortes tgowns afler Fortuny 


CAt the Left— Hostess gown after Fortuny, re- 
produced in our own studio. Full length, long 


sleeved slip of finely pleated soiree silk. 85.00 
Coat of brocaded velvet . . . . . 185.00 
Coat of chiffon velvet . . . .. . 95.00 
Coat of crepe meteor with block printing 79.00 





At the Right— Hostess gown after Fortuny, re- 
produced in our own studio. Inserts of finely 
pleated chiffon at both sides and under-sleeves. 


In brocaded velvet. . . . . + + X10.00 
In chiffon velvet . . ..... 69.00 
~epe meteor with block printing . 95.00 
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MELISSE 


Though elaborately embroidered 
with lovely crystal beads through 
which gold metal thread is chain 
stitched, it 1s, withal, a frock of 
smart simplicity. A straight line 
slip-on which will serve for 
many occasions in the coming 
season, for it’s a model of which 
one could never weary and 1s 
made of an excellent quality 
Georgette crépe. $39.50. 


FROM PARIS! 


No matter how 
ingly we wear them, there is always a craving for at least 
one Paris frock in the wardrobe. 


original, designec 


And Barbara Lee made her trip to Paris especially to find 
just such dresses. Only four may be illustrated but there 
are others equally smart and each is entirely made by hand. 
In fact, it’s a collection of the loveliest importations imag- 
inable for both madame and mademoiselle in sizes which 


BARBARA LEE 


CAMILLE: 


This enchanting dinner or even- 
ing dress of lovely Georgette 
crépe is more than beautifully 
beaded—it is so subtly beaded 
as to lend an unusual slenderness 
to its wearer. From the shoulders 
and from the waistline long 
lines of sparkling beads radiate, 
avhile these same crystal and 
bugle beads adorn the front, the 
back and the waist. A youthful 
neckline adds interest. $39.50 


ovely our own creations nor how charm- 


and made in France. 


range from 36 to 42 and trom 14 to 20, inclusive 


Barbara Lee frocks 


Abraham & Straus Inc. 
Brooklyn, mw. FY. 


L. S. Ayres & Company 


Indianapolis, Ind 


L. Bamberger & Co. 
Newark, N. J. 


11.0? 
Bullock $ 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


© 1923, by R. R.A. 


The Dayton Company 
Minneapolis, Minn, 


The Emporium 


San Francisco, Cal. 


Wm. Filene’s Sons Company 
Boston, Mass. 


B. Forman Co. 
Rochester, N. Y. 


ARRIVES WITH 


Not a copy—but an 


MARIETTE: 
Before sunset it’s a charming 
afternoon dress but ajter night- 
fall it becomes just as effective 
for dinner wear. It’s Georgette, 
of course, beaded from neckline 
to hem, and such exquisite bead- 
ing! Crystal vies with jet in 
brilliance, and from the shoul- 
ders droop lovely beaded straps 
of crépe fastened to either side 
of the waistline with clusters of 
crépe petals. $39.50, 


STUNNING 


NOEMIE: 


On the finest of Georgette crépe 
the Parisienne’s artistry has 
traced a daring block design in 
steel beads. The slight fullness 
at the hips gives to the woman's 
figure the straight lines of youth. 
For afternoons or dinner a love- 
lier little model would be diffi- 
cult to achieve—in a word, it is 
a frock by the French designer 
for the American woman, $39.50. 


FROCKS 


The colors are many! New shades of blue, delicate peach 
and apricot tints, soft tones in green and vivid reds, warm 
brown and the ever smart navy—and the incredibly small 


price of $39.50 prevails. 


hint 


Joseph Horne Co. 


Pittsburgh, Pa 


The J. L. Hudson Co, 


Detroit, Mich. 


The Lasalle & Koch Company 


Toledo, Ohio 


The F. & R. Lazarus & Co, 


Columbus, Ohio 


tor omen and misses are shown exclusively in the shops listed in this advertisement. 


The Rike-Kumler Co. 
Dayton, Ohio 
Strawbridge & Clothier 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

The Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Weinstock, Lubin & Co. 
Sacramento, Cal. 
Woodward & Lothrop 
Washington, D. C. 
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Jill 
wears a little “panty” frock ' 
made of jersey with collar | 
and cuffs of white. (Like 
French children, she and Jack 


are dressed the same). It may 


Jack 
knows that his new suit is 
becoming. Soft fine jersey 
with collar and cuffs of 
white cotton. Straight knee 
trousers. In tan, henna, 
Copenhagen, and green. 
Sizes 2 to 5 years. $4.69 


be had in the same colors. 
Sizes 2 to 6 years. $4.69 


. : y wv, y \ h 
Jack Jill ee) Vo 


Here are some cunning little frocks for parties, or‘‘panty”’ 
dresses for play—adorable to look at and so well-made 
that they will withstand the vigor of juvenile activities. 


—_— a a ae ee 








Sue 

can hardly breathe from ex- 
citement as she waits her turn 
to kiss the Birthday Child. 
Her best “panty” frock is of 
fine jersey with merry little 
silken rosebuds embroidered 
at fetching spots and two cun- 
ning pockets for ‘‘treasures.” 
Tan, canna, Copenhagen, 
green. Sizes 2 to6 years. $6.94 


Jean 

cautiously puts a “butterfly 
kiss’’ on Nona’s cheek. She’s 
so proud of her first velveteen 
frock. And no wonder, for 
it’s adorned with charming 
silken bows and embroidered 
rosebuds. The cunning pan- 
ties are of taffeta to match. 
In brown, and navy blue. 
Sizes 2 to 6 years. $11.74 





HERALD SQUARE Inc. O NEW YORKos 


Nona 

adorably self-conscious at 
her first experience as _hos- 
tess, receives kisses, gifts and 
compliments on her frock— 
it is daintily made of fine 
georgette over a lustrous 
satin slip, with ribbons, 
ruffles and rosebuds galore. 
In delectable shade of 
pink. Sizes 2 to 6 $9.74 


Prue 

advancing on tiptoe, proffers 
her little gift in one hand and 
daintily holds up her wide 
skirt with the other. Crépe 
de chine of excellent quality, 
trimmed with hand smocking 
and embroidery and a bow- 


‘knot of velvet ribbon. Pan- 


ties to match. In pink, and 
blue. Sizes 2 to 6 years. $11.74 
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There's real art in every detail of 


HART SCHAFENER & MARX COATS 
FOR WOMEN 


French fabrics in coats with a Rue de la Paix atmosphere; Douglas plaids 
straight from an old mill on the Tweed; English wools with a John Bull 
swagger; furs that harmonize with fabrics; plaids beautifully matched 


That isart You'll find many other evidences of it, too, in these coats; in 
the style lines; in the tailoring; in the exquisite linings 





HART SCHAFFNER & MARX 


Chicago New York 
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| Superb Wraps for Evening and the Opera 
GB. Altman & Cn. 


FIFTH AVENUE MADISON AVENUE 3 
Thirty-fourth Street NEW YORK Thirty-fifth Street i 
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HARPER’S BAZAR HOTEL and TRAVEL SERVICE 











The BELLEVIEW 


HOTEL and COTTAGES 


BELLEAIR HEIGHTS, F/orida 


OPENS JANUARY 5TH 




















One of the most enchanting resorts 
in all Florida—a charming Winter 
home set in a Southern paradise 
overlooking the Gulf of Mexico. 
Two 18 hole Golf Courses. Eleven im- 


portant tournaments with handsome 
trophy awards scheduled thru the season. 


Tennis; yachting and game fishing 
on the Gulf. Bathing, trap shooting, 
motoring, horseback riding, flying. 
Morning concerts, evening dances. 
Kindergarten, elementary classes 
with competent teachers. 

Thru Pullman to the doors from New York 


and Chicago. Address The Biltmore, New 
York, for information or reservations. 


JOHN McENTEE BOWMAN, President 
EARLE E. CARLEY, V. P. C. A. JUDKINS, Mgr 







SLANDER AIMDA MID AID DANES Z| 


by CUNARD 


The new S.8.“TUSCANIA” io 
and ANCHOR LINES sails from New York 
February 16, arriving in Egypt at the height 
of the season and offering a travel oppor- 
y rare, fascinating and full of appeal: 







panorama en route. ports of call include 
one Gibraltar, Algiers, Monte Carlo, Naples, 


ue, Alexandria — returning via Naples 


NEW steamer, — in construction, equip- 

with every modern feature for passenger comfort; 

— eliminating coaling at the various 

me The traditional world-renowned Cunard 

service and cuisine. Optional shore excursions; 
well-planned and interesting. 


Choice of One-~way or Roundtrip Bookings—the 
complete Round-trip—returning via England 
—constitutes 


CRUISE—TOUR to the MEDITERRANEAN, 

most attractive, as to points visited—as to time 

required—as to expense involved. 
Full information on request. Apply promptly. 


CUNARD ana ANCHOR 


STEAM SHIP LINES 
25 Broadway New York -~, 


and A ci 












< Medite rranean 

















Cruise De Luxe 





(Limited to 450 Guests—About Half Capacity) 
By Magnificent New 


Cunard S.S.“SCYTHIA” 


Twin-Screw Oil-Burner, 20,000 Tons 
Sailing Jan. 30, 1924, 67 Days 


Repeating the complete success of the 1923 
similar Cruise, same Steamer, visiting 
Egypt-—Palestine 
Madeira, Spain, Gibraltar, Algiers, Tunis, 
Constantinople, Greece, Italy, Sicily, Riviera, 
Monte Carlo, France, England 


The “Scythia” is a veritable floating palace, with spacious decks, 
lounges, veranda cafés, 2 elevators, gymnasium, commodious state- 
rooms with running water and jarge we ardrobes; bedrooms and 
suites with private baths. The famous Cunard cuisine and service. 
(Only one sitting for meals.) 

Stop-over privilege in Europe, without extra cost, returning via S. S. 
“Aquitania’’, “‘Mauretania’’, ““Berengaria’’ or any Cunard line steamer 
Rates, deck plans, itinerary and full information on request. 

Early reservation insures choice of location. 








Also De Luxe Tours to Europe 


FRANK TOURIST CO. >} 





(Established 1875) 
542 Fifth Avenue, New York 
219 So. 15th St., Philadelphia 






London 





























A WONDERFUL DAY 
A WONDERFUL GAME and 
A WONDERFUL GIRL 

ND to complete the joy of living,—the supreme 


comfort of “lunch from Sherry’s” in the Stadium, 


the Bowl, or the Field. 








Packed in your own hampers, or in Sherry boxes which | 

need not be returned,—and including Sherry’s incom- i} 

parable coffee, hot and delicious, in your Thermos. | 
| 


The gracious touch of hospitality is added by the 
thoughtful escort who remembers a box of Sherry’s 
Chocolates and Bon Bons for between the quarters. 


° Hi 
Y Hl 


300 PARK AVENUE HI 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 58th STREET Hi 
THE WALDORF-ASTORIA HI 
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(srabrielle 


Tue New SitHovuetre ror Dinner AND Eventnc WEAR 


In Three New Editions for Madame 

















FIFTH AVENUE 


Amielle—Dinner and evening 
gown of “wedding ring’ chiffon 
velvet with transparent yoke and 
sleeves of self color lace daintily 
beaded. Sapphire, Black, 
Brown, Pompeii, Jade. 


Sizes 34 to 44. 98.50 


Fall and Winter 


PARIS 


Yvonne—Shimmering evening 
gown of charmante metal brocade 
in exquisite Chinese design in 
which the predominating colors 
are Royal Blue and Gold, Burnt 
Orange and Orchid. 


Sizes 34 to 44. 98.50 


Fashion Book Sent 


Stewart s Co. 


Correct Apparel torWomen& Misses 


Gabrielle—Evening gown of soft 
“wedding ring’ chiffon velvet, 
beautifully bead-embroidered in 
rhinestones. Back panelslined with 
silver metal cloth. Black, Sap- 
phire, Emeraude, Cra- 


vette Orange. 34 to 44. 1 10.00 


On Request 


NEW YORK 


AT 37TH STREET 


11 
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) (( which you want to be 
gi q( reminded of your un- 
ae, derthings is when you 
are in the knit underwear depart- 


ment of one of the great shops. 
The name “.Wérode” on the garment 





o> HE only occasion on 
















offered you is just a verification 






of the gentleness of texture, the 






security of tailoring, and the dain- 
tincss of needlework that your 
critical eye will already have de- 
tected. “.Wérode,” for years, has 
made its whole duty that of keep- 
ing the human body comfortable 











and clean. That is why there are so 






many women who prefer it, and so 









many styles and textures of “.J/é- 






rode” to gratify their preference. 








mm, 


Near ILE knit underwear 


» 
}, 


ts knille) and hand-tailored at Harvard Mills, in the Town of Wakefield, Mass., by 
several hundred employee partners of the firm of Winship, Boit 2 Co, 
and is sold only at representative stores. 
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Evening Wraps of Metal and Velvet 


The loveliest wraps that lend their brilliance to winter eve- 
nings, are those of metal or velvet, or a combination of the 
two, with generous collars of soft fur. The wrap above in- 
serts a wide band of velvet in its shimmering metal cloth. 


MISSES’ COAT DEPARTMENT—THIRD FLOOR 


Lord & laylor 


FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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HAN DKERCHIEFS 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


Their delicate beauty brought them into world- 
wide use. Their wearing qualities keep them 
there. Artistic borders in fast, woven colors, 
or all white; finely hemstitched; imported from 


England. Best dealers sell Lissue. Women’s, 50c; 
Men’s, 75c each. 
Made and guaranteed by 
The Tootal Broadhurst Lee Co., Ltd. 
American Office: 


387 Fourth Avenue 
NEW YORK 
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MARION 
ON E 


The mode tends toward the pump of quiet 
restraint and good taste, 
leathers and colors, with leather bow. 


NOVEMBER 


Poas 


PROVES 
MAY WEAR 


“W THINK they’re too comfortable for new shoes, 
Marion. They'd probably be huge in a few weeks.” 

““« Nonsense—you don’t understand Ped-e-modes. 
They’re broken in before you wear them instead of 
afterward—that’s why they hold their shape.” 

“All very well for some people but my feet are so 
sensitive I wear new shoes in the house for days 
before venturing out with them.” 

«“ But, my dear, it’s because your feet are sensitive 


In desired fall 














Chicago, Ill, 


L. Bamberger &9 Co. 
Newark, N, J. 


. E. Foster €9% Co. 


THERE 


Write us for style book— no charge 


JULIUS GROSSMAN, INC. 
BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


























ARE 


FROM TH-E SHO 


that I brought you here. Why, I used to wear the 
ugliest shoes, because my arches ached, until I found 
Ped-e-modes. You know they have a special arch 
support even in the smartest afternoon pumps.” 

«“ Well, these are stunning and |’ll admit my heels 
don’t slide up and down as they do in other shoes. 
I’ll wear them home—but the taxi’s on you if they 
hurt me.” 

«“ Don’t worry —they won’t!” 


y 


A smartly sturdy walking Ped-e-mode wit! 


the wanted leathers and combinations. 


Cre demo de a fine arch, snug heel and ample tread. In 


Shoes for Women 











Ped-e-modes are shown exclusively in the shops listed below: 


F, E. Foster 9 Co. 
Kansas City, Mo. 


Ernst Kern Co. 
Detroit, Mich. 


Higbee Co. 
Cleveland, O. 


Louis Livingston 
New York City 

S. C. Lauber 
Toledo, Ohio 


Jacobs Bros. 
New Orleans, La. 
Phelps Shoe Store 


Shreveport, La, 


Caspari £9 Virmond Co, 
P 


Thomas Kilpatrick Co. 
Omaha, Neb, 
Kerr Dry Goods Co. 
Oklahoma City, Okla, 


Winkelman 


Philadelphia, Pa, 


Nicollet Booterie, Inc. 
Milwaukee, Wis. Minneapolis, Minn. 
Knight Shoe Co. 

Portland, Ore. Richmond, Va. 


Robert I. Cohen. Inc. Clement €&¥ Co. 


Galveston, Texas Springfield, Mass. 


Seymour Sycle 





Pittsburgh, Pa. 


City of Paris Dry Goods Co. 


San Francisco, Cal. 


SHOES 


Joseph Horne Co. 
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The final touch of daintiness 


These pads of Cellucotton and fine gauze — soft, light, comfortable — 
are a most important part of milady’s toilette. 


Keep a supply always on hand in your chiffonier, both for yourself 
and for your guests. Telephone to your druggist when your supply is 
low, as you can order Kotex merely by its name. 

These modern accessories to the discriminating woman’s toilette are the 
latest and most satisfactory solution of a personal problem in hygiene. 


Kotex are far superior to ordinary pads, or old-fashioned makeshifts 
of birdseye or absorbent cotton, as Cellucotton, used exclusively in 
Kotex, is the most effective absorbent material known to science. 
Moreover, this material is unique in being easily disposed of without 
laundering. 


Sold everywhere—ask for them by name 








Regular Size, 12 for 65c 
Hospital Size, 6 for 45c 


(Additional Thickness) 


Kotex cabinets are being 
installed in women’s 
rest rooms everywhere— 
hotels, office buildings, 
restaurants, theatres and 
other places—from 
which may be obtained 
one Kotex with two safe- 
ty pins in plain wrapper, 
for 10c. 


Copyright, 1923, Cellucotton Products Company, 166 West Jackson Boulevard, Chicago; 51 Chambers Street, New York City 
Factories at Neenah, Wis. Canadian Office, No. 45 St. Alexander Street, Montreal 


(305) 





INEXPENSIVE, COMFORTABLE, HYGIENIC and SAFE —- KOTEX 
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is made more beautiful 
when draped in 


“The World’s Most 
Beautiful Silks” 


MATEENBONS 


Any woman may enhance 
her beauty by a well chosen 
selection from the marvel- 
ous line shown in the 
group of silken textiles 
manufactured by 


H. R. MALLINSON & COMPANY, Inc. 
Fifth Avenue at 31st Street 
New York 


my ‘Drape of 
. -CMallinson’s 


Velora “Broche 





¥ 





VELORA BROCHE KASHMERE ROSHANARA CHIM-RING 
BUTTERFLY VELVET VOILE CHINCHILLA SATIN 
INDESTRUCTIBLE CHIFFON VOILE 
AY (@) BD Gn Oe ©) 0d ee urtienii em riueirniae 
The famous PUSSY -WILLOW Group: Taffeta, Crepe, Satin and Moire 
All Mallinson Trade Mark Names 
Look for the name “ MALLINSON’S SILKS DE LUXE” on the selvage. 
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fhe Richness of Avr 


| without Animal Furr Cost 


OW exquisite and how voguish—is a full 

length coat of Salt’s Lambtex, with a wrappy 
squirrel or skunk collar. Yet how economical 
and long-wearing and how healthful, too; the 
woven back permits an ideal circulation of air 
that retains body-warmth healthfully. 


Look your best in these wonderful Fabric-Furs. See 
the new creations in Salt’s Fabric-Furs at your 
favorite store — it will solve your new coat problem. 


°SALT'S 


./ FABRIC - FURS 


r 


4 


SALT’S TEXTILE COMPANY, Inc, New York City 
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iui 7 Not only do I see and enjoy Aurelia’s beauty. I delight in S aR 


her exquisite attire. The gorgeous silks glisten, the light laces 
Bernal flutter, until the stately Aurelia seems to me, in tremulous 
iy radiance, swimming by. . . There is the momentary hush, the 
subdued greeting, the quick glance of the Aurelias who have 
arrived earlier and perceive in a moment the hopeless perfection of 
that attire; the courtly gaze of gentlemen, who feel the serenity 

of that beauty. —From PRUE AND I, by George W. Curtis 
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THE all-potent charm of woman’s beauty! 
|| Always have men celebrated it in word and 
| picture .., and always, always paid tribute to | 
| _ the “gorgeous silks” which make it so “tremu- if 

























| lously radiant.” 
Back in the 1850’s, when our author wrote, 
I American women sent abroad for their choice} 
silks. Today Empire Loomcraft Silks, whose | 
varied loveliness would have enchanted the 
ladies of seventy years ago, may be had at your 
f favorite silk-counter. 


= = 
=—3_¥ 








| 

i} 

(3 These silks are described in two port- | 

i folios: Suggestions for the Fall Ward- | 
robe and New Uses for Washable Silks. 

Write for them today, addressing Dept. E. 






All Loomcraft Silks bear the Empire 
name on every yard in the selvage. When 
you buy ready-to-wear-garments look for 
the Empire label. 
















Lroanicraft 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 










Vogue Pattern 7254 —Afternoon frock of coffee-colored 
Lagoon Crepe with flowing sleeves, girdle, and drapery 
of chiffon; requires 2'% yards each of crepe and chiffon. 



















MELLOWSPUN COMMODORE CREPE 
LAGOON CREPE BROIDERETTE 





BLYSTRETTE 
CASINO CREPE 
MINARET CREPE 







QUEEN- O-CREPE ZEPHYRSPUN 


EMPIRE SILK COMPANY 
315 FOURTH AVENUE - NEW YORK 
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HARPER’S 


Choose Well Your Coat! 


No matter how lovely your frocks, how 
perfectly tailored your suit, it is your 
Coat in which practically all of your out- 
door appearances are made—once the 
chill weather arrives. 


“Choose well your coat!” is therefore a 
valuable suggestion. “Just any coat” 
will not do! If you select one Coat for 
all daytime wear, it must be elegant of 
fabric, and handsome with fur, to 
accompany silken frocks for afternoons. 


It must, too, be durable—the winter’s 
snow, rain or sleet must not mark its pile 
surface. Its lines must be “feminine’”’ for 
grace; its tailoring honest for long service. 


In all these particulars, Golflex Coats 
will delight you. Rich worsteds—Rodier’s 
newest weaves, Britain’s best hand-loom- 
ed stuffs, America’s finest coatings—are 
used in Golflex Coats. There are styles 
—slender and long, or voluminous and 
flaring, very smart with,and without, furs. 


For smart Suits, Frocks, and Sports Suits, as well 
as Coats, it is well to ask always by the name— 


oy Adler, Inc -~ 


500 Seventh Ave., 


Wilkin & Adler, Ltd., 
78 John William Street, 
Huddersfield, Eng. 

x Karl Se hweighofergasse, 
Vienna, Austria 
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Weighted Silk is like a plated ring. Its looks do not 
last. Solid gold and Kayser Italian Silk Under- 
wear are as good within as without. Millions of 
women in dozens of countries use them. By doub- 
ling wear they halve the cost. All Kayser products 
are pure-dyed. No weighting; therefore, long wear. 





Kayser Marvelfit Bloomers give double the wear of ordinary 
bloomers because Kayser Marvelfit stretches to every movement 
of the wearer and lasts as long as the bloomers themselves. 


UNDERWEAR 








HARFEER’S 
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F you were told that you could rent the 

finest and most comfortable mattress 
made for two cents a night, you might re- 
fuse to credit the statement. 
Yet that is all the cradling luxury of The 
Purple Label will cost you, if you buy it. 
Hundreds of mattresses of the time-proved 
Purple Label design, built of sensitive small 
coil springs, in separate fabric pockets, bound 
together under deep pads of curled hair, are 








giving supremely satisfying service today, 
after twelve to fifteen years of use. 

You will find them in great hotels and clubs, 
where comfort requirements are highest. 
The new Statler Hotel at Buftalo has in- 
stalled 1,100 Purple Labels, after extended 
trials had proved their ease and economy. 


Ask your dealer toshow you a Purple Label to- 
day. xamine it critically. Give it every test 
youknow. Judge its value to you for yourself. 


eMattresses - Springs - “Beds 


BUILT FOR SLEEP 








BAZAR | f¢,¢ 


— reer ~ 
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Smart Printzess styles personalized for you! 


To dress smartly in the latest mode and yet to be individual; to express 
yourself at your best through clothes which suit your type and become 
your figure—this is an art which women are coming more and more to 
appreciate. 

And to help you attain it, Printz designers offer “personalized styles”. 
Printzess suits, coats and dresses embody all that’s new and charming of 
the season’s mode but are adapted and varied to give different normal 
figures becoming, youthful lines. A touch here, a line there, and style 
becomes your style! 


You may see the smart new autumn Printzess models featured now at 
just one of the better stores in your city. There you will find styles 
designed for exactly your needs of type and figure. Watch your local 
newspapers for announcement of the Printzess showing. 





As always, the name “Printz” stands for distinctive values in design, 
fabric and tailoring. The prices are very moderate—no more than ts 
often asked for ordinary, nameless makes. Printzess suits, $49.50 to $05; 


The Printzess label— 


The identification of a smart garment Printzess coats $35 to $175; Printzess dresses, $35 to $65. 


THE PRINTZ BIEDERMAN COMPANY 
Paris CLEVELAND New York 


©1923, The Printz Biederman Company 
































antiques 


Christmas cards 


furs 


millinery & feathers 





A varied collection of antiques for people of dis- 
criminating taste. Novelties for the Xmas trade in 
amusing sandwich glass roosters, Jack rabbits, en 
filled with home-made fudge. Nayan Shop, 13 E 


| 


CHRISTMAS CARDS OF STRIKING INDI- 
VIDUALITY. New designs for 1923 are now ready. 
We suggest placing orders early. 

Philadelphia. 





FINE FURS AT MANUFACTURERS’ PRICES. 
Write for catalogue and Saeeens. 
Herman Reel 
Milwaukee, W o 


Feather Fancies, burnt goose, peacock & pheasant. 
Paradise & Aigretie rebranched. Newest effects from 
old ostrich feathers. Dyeing & curling. ee mail 
service. K. Methot, 38 W. 34th St., N. Y. C. 











apples 
FOX HILL APPLES 


They come straight from the tree to you, sun- 
ripened to the core and perfectly packed. Grimes 
Golden, one of the most delicious varieties, is 
ready tow. Beautiful, large, juice-laden and known 
for ita delightful flavor, it is the ideal table delicacy. 
Not sold through dealers. $5.00 a bu. $3.00 a 
‘y bu. (delivered free in the first two parcel post 
zones). dress 





S. C. Eshleman, Grower, 
McKnightstowa, Pennsylvania 








art linen 


Linen Handkerchiefs, Armenian edge, 49c, with 
porners drawn, 73c. Madeira hand-embroidered nap- 

fis, basket butterfly floral designs, $5.98 doz. All 
kinds linens and laces. Mail orders. Sarkis Co., 





Dreka Co., 1121 Chestnut St., 

PERSONAL ENGRAVED CHRISTMAS CARDS 
exclusive designs, magnificent assortment delivered 
anywhere. Everett-Waddey Co., 7 So. ilth St., 
Richmond, Va. Send for samples at once. 





Christmas and New Year Personal Greeting 
Cards and Monogrammed Playing Cards. Samples 
and prices upon request. Peter Paul and Son, Inc., 
256 Delaware Avenue, Buffalo, New York. 








cleaning & dyeing 





gifts 


miscellaneous 














pegey DEUTZ, Inc. SLENDERNESS ACQUIRED 
eer >.f of th St ee York i: de Tian Fg ys iby mati bi F, the Art 
novelties for wedding, engagement an and give 0 you ma elen Hammersley, 43 
birgh hday gifts, as well as gifts for all other occasions. Christopher St., New Yo ee 
ae ences nas gts 
=xcellent for ristmas gifts 
Sofa cushions, lamp shades, dolls, e patterns 
Paul Arlington, Inc., 1 W. 48 St., a York. 








ARTHUR CHEGNAY, 121 E. 57th ST., N. Y. C. 
High-class Expert French Cleaner and Dyer 
street and evening Gowns, Suits, Wraps, Velvets, 
all fabrics. Charge accounts solicited. 








gifts (wholesale) 


PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE for Ladies’ and 

Children’s Garments; picture or description; rea- 

sonable prices, perfect fit. Mail orders a specialty. 
Mrs. Weisz, 111 Lexington Ave., N. 





WHOLESALE ONLY—Distinctive objects of 








pomeate “ya jncadins © = woe one and yo 
= ottery— Metal—Fabric— W ooc — 
corsets at Charles Hall, Inc., 18 West 23rd St. New York. 
MME. S. SCHWARTZ 


Custom-made and all novelties in Corsets for the 
Woman of fashion. Formerly 11 E. 47th St., now 


36 W 57th St., New York. Tel. 1552 Murray Hill. 





HOUSEHOLD AND DECORATIVE LINENS. 
Buy direct from Importers at exceptional low 
prices. Berman & Barrett, 10 East 47th. Take 
Elevator to first floor. 








arts & decorations 


DECORATIONS FOR THE 
Toes oa COUNTRY HOUSE 
ARN , ic 





395 Madison Ave., at 47 St., N. Y. C. 





ARE YOU INTERESTED IN SAVING ON 
original Rugs and House epee If so, see 
N¥ City Tel. Ashland 6691 


347 Fifth Ave., Tel. 








>and mah jong 


ON BRIDGE SCORES. 
6x9 in Individually 
Agents wanted. 
Cincinnati, O. 


auction bridg 


YOUR OWN NAME 
250 officially ruled sheets 
yrinted. Postpaid anywhere $2 

Beach Company, 904 Sycamore, 








MAH JONG INSTRUCTION by Expert native 
Chinese at your home Mah Jong sets for sale. 
Oriental Jewelry and Art — Wing & Co., 
Chinese Importers, 235 5th Ave., N. Y. 








beauty & health 


Permanently Attractive Eyebrows & Lashes. 
Darken them with ¢ ey Add& winsome ex- 
pression. Won't wash of 0 ppd treatme nt 50e 
at Spiro’s, 26 W. 38th St. ond Me W. 46th St 














dancing 


ALN dy UNIVERSITY OF DANCE ARTS. 

3°w. St., New York. Founded 1894. 12 Master 
ph a Dance Theatre Theatre and 
Social Dances. For catalogue write Irvine, Sec’y. 








Mr. & Mrs. SADLER’'S DANCING ACADEMY 
Tango and all modern steps. 
Private lessons daily, classes every evening. 


2786 Broadway (near 107th St.), Academy 1581. 


FLORENCE DOUGHT Y—Dancing Instruction 
Private Lessons by Appointment 
Studio: 253 Madison Ave., New York. 
Tel. Vanderbilt 6723. Hours 10*to 7. 


ETUDE DE DANSE 
TO MODERN DANCES 
VA ing ARP c eames INSTRUCTION 
1 is. 2e> Os Pel. Bryant 4562. 








PRI 
26 W. 4 








dress : accessories 


MIADA LINGERIE GUARDS—tThe guard of 
neatness and security. Simply attach to the gown. 
Holds ribbon in place. Sold in black, white and 
flesh. Ten pairs, $1.00. Miada Co., 18 W. 43St.,  *& 4 











dress forms 


gowns bought 


MME. } APTA L 

Pays highest cash value for fine 
misfit or slightly used evening, 
street and dinner costumes. 

Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, 
silverware, furniture and rugs. 
Promptness and liberal payment our motto. 
69 West 45th Street. Tel. 670 Bryant. 


TEL. BRYANT 1376. WE ni CASH AT ONCE 
for Used Gowns, Suits, Wraps, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- 
elry, Silverware. Highest prices guaranteed. Write, 
phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St., N. Y. 


HIGHEST PRICES a 

for ed Gowns, Wraps, e 

MISS DU 151 West doth ‘St. 
Bryant 8247. 


SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 69 West 45th St., 
New York. Tel. Bryant 670. I will pay good value 
for your fine used evening, street and dinner frocks, 
also diamonds, jewelry and silverware. 

















hair coloring 


GRAY HAIR BANISHED IN 15 MINUTES. 
Inecto Rapid gives permanent color and perfect 
texture. Particulars mailed. Daily demonstrations. 
Inecto Salons, 33-35 West 46th St., New York City. 


LOOK YOUR BEST—Use Pokorney’s hair color- 
ing (henna shampoo). $2.50 box. Hair dyeing, ap- 
plication on premises. Transformations, Switches, 
ete. Pokorney, 50 East 34th Street, New York City. 














permanent hair wave 


CALL AT SCHAEFFER'S if you want expert 
personal attention for a permanent were. aa 
tiv ely no frizz or kink. J. er, 
590-592 Fifth Avenue. Phone ion <O18, 
WILFRED SYSTEM OF PERMANENT WAV- 
ing. =o service at most poomegete prices. Beat 
equipped establishment in New Yo 
755 Seventh Avenue, New York. Circle 10220. 


MARIO & FREDERICK, Inc., Permanent Wave 
Specialists, formerly with C. Nestle Co. Will give you 
personal expert attention, the result being the dupli- 
cateofalarge natural wave. 17 E.48thSt. Vand.6897. 


MADAME LOUISE BERTHELON 
LU Be with Nestle. Up-to-date methods. Coes 
Reasonable rates. 7 ted Hill 2768 
is East 49th Street near Park Ave. 


PAUL’S PERSONAL SERVICE 
Ry or any meth ee 
size wave—no frizz; no 
oun work. 586 Fifth Ave. ite 48th) 


PERMANENT WAVE, oil or steam. Entire head 





























$15. Nestle Lan-oil system guaranteed. Single curl 
50c. Guaranteed six mths. Mayflower Beaut 
Shop, Inc., 435 Fifth Ave (39th St.), Van. 1176. 
plaiting & buttons 
HEMSTITCHING: Plain, picot edge, zigzag, 


Buttons: latest styles, using your material. 
cleaning; fan 


cy dyeing. 
leir, 17 West 34th St NY. 


curved. 
Plaiting: all styles. Dry 
Mailservice. Catalog. 








shoes 





PNEUFORM—The Pneumatic Dress Form. Gowns 
fitted without personal try-on. Inflated in fitted 
lining, gives exact figure. Fitted Linings. Pneu- 
form, 16 West 46th St., N. Bryant 5338. 








employment agency 


hair goods 


MANUEL — THE ORIGINATOR OF THE 
Modern Transformation and the Sight-Proof Part. 
Specialist in all kinds of hair goods. Booklet on 
request. Manuel, 29 East 48th St., New York. 








MME. JULIAN’S HAIR DESTROYER perma- 
nently eradicates all superfluous hair (with roots). 
No electricity or poison Stood test 50 years. 
Mme. Julian 14 West 47th St., N. Y. C. 


MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York. 
We open houses, clean = put in order 
for occupan 


The office supplies competent. household service. 








MADAME BERTHE'S ZIP positively destroys 
hair with root. No electricity or caustics. Free dem- 
onstration at office Write for booklet Mme 
Berthe, Specialist, Dept. SA, 562 Sth Ave., N. Y. 





SAGGING CHEEKS LIFTED PERFECTLY. 
Wrinkles smoothed out, contour restored at once 
Device worn concealed by_ hair Book H_ free 
The Faceaid Studios, 1482 Broadway, New York. 





MME. MAYS, Face Specialist. Est. 30 years Per- 

manently removes wrinkles, freckles, ‘ars, ete 

Muscles tightened. Endors« d by known paS sicians 
NW. ¥ 


fancy dress & costumes 


BROADWAY THEATRICAL COSTUME co. 
Original ideas for Bal Masque 
Costumes to order C for rent. 

Phone Bryant 3440. 116 W. 48th St., N. Y. € 








hosiery repairing 
We Specialize in REPAIRING French Sheer 
Hose. Runs & Pull Threads repaired on all makes 


of silk hosiery & made to look like new. Lenox 
Hosiery Repair Service, 2 West 47th St., N. Y. 


hotels 

















flesh py Da 


SUPERFLUOUS FLESH REDUCED by modern 
scientific method, without payment until reduction, 
if desired. Dr. R. Newman, Licensed Physician, 
286 Sth Avenue (near 30th St.), New York. 








One address: 50 W. 49th &St., 2 Bryant 9426. 
Rejuvenation of Figure and face Youthful 
appearance regained by latest scientific methods. 
Superfuous flesh reduced and facial muscles 


revitalized Dr. Kilb, 565-5th Ave. Vand. 6226. 





“TheOriginal’ Hinge JULIAMAYS.FamousFace 
“pecialist. Est. 40 y Wrinkles, Sears, Freckles, ete 
Permanently Re maeed “Eternal Youth” Treatments 
End. by Physicians. Bklt.32 W.47th, N.Y. Bry.4556. 








USEDR. BERRY'S KREMOLA, THE WORLD'S 
er eatest beautifier. Removes tan, moth patches, 
lear eupeow ormuctey co ym plexion, $1.25 post paid 
Dr C. H. Berry Co., 2 Michigan Ave., Chicago. 





a beautifying cream which brings clear 
corrects bad skin conditions 
les. Freesample. Halsey 


Complexol, 
rosy complexion 
removes blackheads, pimy 








Bros., 111 N. Wabash Ave., Dept. 20-75, Chicago 
FOR FIFTY CENTS YOU CAN HAVE a six to 
eight months supply of liquid nail gloss and 
rg remover A single stroke no buffing— 
gives instantly a delicate flesh tint Luster 
lasts two weeks, regardless of work done. Liberal 


sample 10 cents 
EMPRESS CO., 810 EIG the AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 








candies 


NANCY BRAGG'S 
Peerless 
Pilgrim Sweets 
On sale and by post : 
THE CO M MISSION SHOP 
% E. 47th Street, New York 
to five lb. boxes 





One-half Ib 








children’s things 


Hungarian Dresses for girls from 2 to 10 years 
Exquisite Peasant Embroidery, Cross Stitching and 
Smocking, $3.50 to $6.00 Assortments on a 
Handwork Shop, Poughkeepsie, 


WATCH = An 





approval 





ever variety of ex- 
and services 


department 


changing 
shops 
this 


traordinary 
appears in 











BATTLE CREEK ANITARIUM METHOD 
Seething. exhilarating, quick results 
toss Institute - Pa ra rapy 
300 Madison Ave. (41st 5 . Y. Tel. Vand. 6290. 


DR. HELEN SRR aTNeoN has opened her new 
establishment for reducing superfluous flesh. Elec- 
trie light baths, reducti-cycle, colonic irrigation, 
etc. S& East 41st St., New York C ity. 


CAMILLA ABSORBS FAT. A slenderizing cream, 
medicinally safe; approved by physicians, dainty, 
cooling, effective. Plain wrapper, $2; dblesized, $3.51 
CamillaPreps.ine.,P.O.Box10,Sta ii .Dpt.FF..N Y: 
DAINTY FORM FAT REDUCING CREAM 
melts away your fat as if by magic Jar $2.00 
Dainty Form Company, Dept. L., 15 West 34th 
Street, New Yo 


SLENDERIZE THE FERROL WAY 
By Rubbing in an Ounce a Day 
On Just the Parts that Cause Dismay. 
$3.50 Bottle, 3 for $10. Ferrol, 200 W. 72 S8t., N.Y 


BLANCHE ARRAL, famous Grand Opera star, 
tells how she reduced her flesh without drugs, diet- 
ing or exercising. Write for free book. Address 
Blanche Arral, Ine., Dept. E, 500 5th Ave., N. Y. 
ANNA G. SCHMIDT, REJUVENATION 
Lose 1 to 4 pounds per treatment. Look and feel 
years younger, Results Guaranteed. 
204 Madison Ave. 

Marvelous New Way to Take Off Unsightly Fat— 
Ambassador Reducing Method Seerct of Parisian 
Beauty Specialists Works on New Principle. Amaz- 
ing rn Mme. Jeannette, Dept. D, 249 
W. 345 N.Y.C 
































HOTEL ST. JAMES, Times Sq., off Broadway. 
109 W. 45th St., 4 min. walk to 40 theatres and all 
principal shops. Much favored by women traveling 
without escort. W. Johnson Quinn, Pres. 


HOTEL HARGRAVE, West 72nd St., 
way and Columbus Ave., N. Y. block to Central 
Park. Comfort, refinement & luxury combined with 
mod. rates. Send for bkit. Eugene Cable, Mgr. 





bet. Broad- 








jewelry bought 


CASH FOR JEWELRY. 





Diamonds, Gems, Gold, 


Silver, new or broken. Prices now ie ange 
high. Est. 40 yous. Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45th 
Street, N. Y. C. el. Bryant 670. 





Randolph J. Trabert Co., formerly with Black, 
Starr & Frost. Jewel Brokers and Authorized Ap- 
praisers. Jewels purchased from estates and individ- 
uals. Guaranty Trust Co. Bldg., 522 5th Av., Rm. 506. 


SEND TO A. S. BORG by mail or express any 
diamonds, old gold, silver, platinum, antiques, 
pawn tickets, artificial teeth. Cash at once. 

146 West 23rd Street, New York. 











ladies’ hand bags 


EXCLUSIVE MODELS MADE TO ORDER. 

Kecovering and relining a specialty. Send for cata- 

rogue and prices. William Nibur, 2432 Broadway. 
rel. No. 1518 Schuyler. 











lady’s maid 


LADY'S MAID, Light Colored, West Indian. 
Educated. Seamstress, Diploma from a Fifth Ave. 
Beauty School, W ishes Employment. Go anywhere. 
Write, Harpers’ Bazar, 119 W. 40th St., N. Y. 











f coaiine & house furnishings 


Bedroom, Dining-room & Living-room Furni- 
ture, direct from factory at remarkable savings 
Tremendous stocks; beautiful dis eh Visit us 
when in New York. Ruder Bros., 18 E. 48th St., N.Y. 

WILKINSON HAND-MADE ART QUILTS. 
Beautiful, practical gift for every occasion. Made 
only to order. Illus. catalog H in colors sent on 
request Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind 








ladies’ tailor 


D. VELTRY—LADIES’ TAILOR AND FUR- 
rier, at 425 5th Ave., announces fall models ready 
for inspec tion. Furs, new and remode’ sled, at special 
prices. 15% discount for Harpers Bazar mention. 





Shoecraft Shop “fits the narrow heel”’ in sizes 1— 
10, AAAA to E. French and English models in 
street and evening footwear. Send for Catalog HS. 
Fit guaranteed. 714 5th Ave., New York. 


SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and American 
models. Round or Pointed Toes, in all leathers. 
Best for high insteps. Send for Catalogue “ H." 
J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd Street, New York City. 


SUPREME FOOT COMFORT! ! Pediformes are 
scientifically correct, giving health and comfort by 
carrying the weight on outside of feet, taking strain 
from arches and tired muscles. A rare combination 
of Quality, Workmanship, Style and Comfort. Foot 
‘r om by mail for the entire Family. PEDI- 
FOR-ME, America’s Most Popular Shoe, 
West 36th St., N. ¥. 244 Livingston St., Brooklyn. 














shopping commissions 


MRS. C. B. WILLIAMS, New York epee. 
will shop with you or send ag eae Sig 
Services free. Send ity Bulletin, 
366 Fifth Avenue, New York Ci 


MRS. MARION P.. WEIGLE, Smart New York 

Shopper. Will buy’ anything for you or with you. 
o charge. Prompt service. References. 

306 West 99th St. Phone Riverside 9132. 


ADELINE N. BAKER acts as your personal repre- 
sentative in all New York shopping. Services free 
of charge. mee 356 West 145 Street, 
New York Ci 

















per 


DREKA—FINE STATIONERS 
Wedding Invitations of yak mae f 
mane by hand on the finest quality of papers 
121 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 











wedding stationery 


EVERETT-WADDEY CO. for a generation has 
insured highest quality engraved Wedding Invita- 
tions at reasonable prices. Book of Wedding 
Etiquette free. 7S. 11th St., Richmond, Va. 


100 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENTS $13.50 or 
invitations, hand engraved, 2 sets of envelopes. 
100 Calling Cards, $2.75. Write for samples. 
B. Ott Engraving C 6., 1034 Chestnut St., Phila., Pa. 
WEDDING INVITATIONS & Announcements. 
Engraved in the very latest styles. Write for 
samples and prices. Prompt service. Virginia 
Stationery Co., Dept. H., Richmond, Va. 

















woven name tapes (personal) 


Save laundry losses. 
= ~~. 





CASH’S WOVEN NAMES. 
doz. $1.50, 6 doz. $2.00, 12 doz. 
Write for samples. J. & J. Cash, 

2023 Chestnut Street. South Norwalk. ‘Conn. 











maids’ uniforms 





ALNWICK BEDSPREADS., Exquisite old designs 
worked by hand on durable material. Need no iron- 
ing. Made to measure, no extra charge. Assortment 


on approval. Handwork “hop, Poughxeepsie, N. Ye 





Nurses’ Outfitting Assn., — Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
Dresses $4.50 up. Caps 25¢ u 
Aprons 75¢ to $8.50. Coats $42.50 u up. 
Hats $8.50 up. Catalog “H"’ on request 








yarns 
ORIGINAL CREATIONS in Hand Knitted 
garments. A complete stock of yarns. Cor 


of instructors. Elsa Barsaloux, 3 West 50th 
Street, just off 5th Ave., New York 
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HE unconditional guarantee of every 

Betty Wales Dress and Coat means that 
no purchaser will ever regret money spent 
for Betty Wales apparel. In less than a 
decade, a whole nation of women and girls 
has learned that the Betty Wales label is an 
inviolable promise of style and value. 


The Betty Wales dealer in your town will 
be glad to show you how varied and 
charming are the new models. 


(Betty Wales Dressmakero- 


Dept. 111 Betty Wales Building New York City 


‘Deckees —_— 


Par. OFF. 



































TMM TINIIIMIMIIMIMI Dee 
. 4 ] 
“ay 


DOGS 
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Free Dog Book 


by noted specialist Tells 
1OW Lo 
FEED AND TRAIN 
your dog 
KEEP HIM HEALTHY 


and 
CURE DOG DISEASES 





How to put dog in condi- 
tion, kill Meas, cure scratch- 
ing, mange, distemper 


Q-W DOG REMEDIES 


and 1650 iliustration is, training 


diars, harne tripping ” , dog hi 


ailed free 


“Q-W LABORATORIES 


Dept. 2 


Bound Brook, New Jersey 











Serge 


ple 
} 


zeant’s Condition Pills are a splendid 
for ik. listless, ailing dogs and 


pies Build strengt nd Ith: 6o0c a 


A_ Medicine 
for Every 
Dog Ailment 








Polk Miller's famous 
Doz Book, 64 pages, 
on care, feeding and 
training, also pedi- 
gree blank, allment 
hart and Sen. Vests 









today ‘ora free co P 
is < — )} Governor St., 
POLK MILLER ORUGCO. | Richmond, Va. 











SHERLEY’S 


English Dog Medicines 
and Lactol 
Best Dog Remedies in the World 
For Sale by 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 


Madison Ave. & 45th St., New York 
and Jordan Marsh Co., Boston 








Booklet mailed free on request 








If Your Dog Is Sick 





all run down, thin and 
unthrifty, with matu- 
rated eyes, high-colored 


urine and harsh staring 
at, “eating grass 
won't help him. Dent's 
Condition Pills will 
They are a marvelous 
tonie for mange, dis- 
temper, indigestion and 
out of sorts. Price 50c., 


druggists or mail 
Dent Medicine Co., Newburgh, WY. 








_ A Friend an¢Playmate 


White Collies Love Kiddies 

This one quality alone makes etch Col- 
lies rare bargains. They're gentile, fearless, 
d. Have every quality a dog should 














MOHLER KENNELS 


Police Dogs, Scotch Collies, Airedales, Boston 
Terriers, French Bulls, Wire-haired Fox Ter 
riers, Toy ox erriers 2ersian Cats, Birds 
and all other pets Address all correspondence 
w 


ARTHER CLARK, 


374 S. Main St., Akron, Ohio 














French Bulls 


For Sale Ch 
Fanchon IV West 
minster winner 
Also puppies 
for sale 





Amourette Kennels 
6 26 Werden St, Millside, WI 








THE JOLLIEST SORT OF A 
CHRISTMAS PRESENT— 


A DOG! 


’*M READY now to look for that dog you want 

to give as a Christmas present. 

3etter to start a little early and get just the 
sort of dog you want. It need not be delivered, 
of course, until just before Christmas. 

It’s surprising, however, how many people are 
giving dogs as Christmas presents—a greater 
number each Christmas. 

And why not? After all, what better present is 
there to give than a good dog? It’s certainly an 
all-year and a year-after-year present, and it’s a 
present that brings a real degree of happiness to 
anyone genuinely fond of dogs. 

Yes! Get started early. I know where you can 
get almost any breed of dog now. Fine specimens, 
the Christmas demand is coming 
and the best dogs will be 


too. But 
along fast now 


purchased soonest. 


Write me about the dog you want today. 


DOG DEPARTMENT of HARPER’S BAZAR 


I1Q WEST 40TH STREET, NEW YORK 












This wonderful new kind of soap with 
its Healing,Stimulating Oils of the Pine 
Forests positively destroys fleas. Itre- 
lieves many skin diseases, removes dog 
odors and improves the coat generally. 
Contains No Carbolic -- Delightfully Fragrant 
Used by A.S.P.C.A. of 
New York City 
An exceptional Shampoo for the Human 
Head. Overcomes Dandruff, Falling Hair 
and Itchina Scalp. 
Quart Can, $1.00 

The SANITAS CO., Inc. 4 

33 Keap St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 





























Keeps Dogs Comfortable—Safe 


Dogs cannot be heaithy or safe if tormented by fleas. 
Prevent snappishness and dog ailments by keeping 
them comfortable with BLACK FLAG. Biow it into 
the coat with a powder-gun. It will kill every flea. 
Non-poisonous; harmless to dogs and humans. 
Kills insects by inhalation. Fleas breathe it, 
and die. In the red-and-yellow wrapper bearing 
the Black Flag trademark. At all drug, 
grocery, department and hardware stores. 


Three sizes: 15c., 40c., 75c. (except West 











“4 +. tries). Or direct. by mail on receipt of 
Sas price. BLACK FLAG 
a> Smallwood & Favle Sts., Baltimore, Md. 


of Denver, Col. Canada and foreign coun- 





oaks 














DELCREO 


Dog Remedies 


Used and recommended by the 
leading breeders and fanciers. 


Free Kennel Manual 
How to care for your 
dog in health and 
sickness. 


The Delson Chemical Co. 
Dept. H 
42 Penn St., Brooklyn, N.Y. 


S 
PEKINGESE 


Largest kennel in 
the South. Puppies 
all ages and colors 
bred from finest im- 
ported stock. Cham- 
pion bred. Also tiny 
sleeve specimens. 


Mrs. Murray Brooks, 
San Antonio, Texas, 
P. O. Box 306. 














TOY IRISH TERRIERS, 
CHINUAHUAS, 


tiniest, prettiest 
toys. Pocket or 
muff dogs. Match 
your furs. Prize 
winners $50 to $500, 
Beautiful Yorkshire terriers and Toy Shepherds. 


I. GARRETT, 1563 Logan Ave., Youngstown, O. 

















IMPORTED POLICE DOG 
FOR YOUR PROTECTION 


Carefully selected, large-boned male of refined 
type. Excellent conformation, sound, true to type. 
Breeding representation of Germany, Holland and 
Austrian Champion Police Dogs fhat show beauty, 
strength and character. 

Ideal companion and protector for Country 
Estate, City Residence or Car. Must be seen to be 
appreciated. Special price, $300. Full particu- 
lars and breeding upon request. 


BRAEHEAD KENNELS, Boston Post Road, Westerly, R. 1. 


Captivator Collie 
Kennels (Reg.) 


UR collies are farm raised, 
and bred for both intelli- 

ce and show form, Won- 
erful companions, Hand- 
somely marked. Prices very 
reasonable considering quality. 
Address: Miss Erma B, SLike, 

> 








P.O. B, 298, 
Charleston, West Virginia. 
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Kennel in Harper’s’ Bazar 


Every Recommended 


PEKINGESE 


























WILDROID KENNELS 
Registered 


rae! 


| Oldest ngretme of ze K 
Eo kingese. The real Orien- eep ou r oO | 
2 P ‘ Exclusively. From prize 
Z tal style of ekes winning, registered stock. 


Splendid puppies and 
prize winning grown 
dogs at sensible p> * 
Address: MRS. NIE 
A. CAMPOELL, 
32 Mason Avenue, 
Binghamton, New York 


Best of breeding. Nothing 
under $50.00. Satisfaction 
guaranteed.Correspondence 
a Pleasure. Address: Kinryo 
Kennels, 75 Oakwood 
Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 


With GLOVER’S 


or’ thirty-six yearsGlover’s Im- 

perial Dog Medicines have been the 

ever ready friend of dog lovers. 
Many have tried to imitate Glover’s. 
Only the genuine are safe. 
Glover’s Imperial Mange Medicine~ 
makes your dog’s coat glossy and pre- 
vents infection. Glover’s Imperial Ken- 
nel Soap keeps your dog’s skin clean 
and in a healthy condition. 
Glover’s Imperial Distemper Medicine 
for relief from distemper. Glover's 
Imperial Vermifuge quickly drives out 
worms. Glover's Imperial Dog Medi- 
cines, forevery disease known todogdom. 
Look forthe Glover name and the Glover 
dog on all packages and labels. The 
genuine is for sale in the best pet shops, 
sporting goods stores, and all leading 
drug stores. 


H.Clay GLOVER co, tn. 


129 Wesr 24rn Srreet, New York, N. Y. 








on oantieioe 




















PEKINGESE 
Of the Highest Quality 
All colors. Attractive prices. 
Puppies sired by the famous 
Wee Chi of Trafford Kow Kee. 
Inspection of kennels invited. 
Correspondence a pleasure. 
Address 
Mrs. H. L. Sears 

Wu Kee Kennels, Old Short 
Hills Road and Marion Ave. 
Millburn New Jersey 


“SPRATT OVALS 


THE DOG 
POCKET BISCUIT 
A WHOLESOME AND HEALTHFUL 
MEAT FIBRINE” BISCUIT FOR 

EVERY SIZE AND BREED 
SPRATT'S PATENTLT'D “inf 


RK,N.J. SAMPLES 


CHOW PUPPIES 
FOR SALE 


From Champion Stock 
Stud List upon request 


! Manchoover Kennels 
1801 Green Bay Road 
Glencoe, Illinois 


Owned by Mrs. H. Earl Hoover Fea 





‘ 

















FREE 


s 2B page book “‘Diseases of Dogs 


Boston Terriers 
A few choice specimens, both 
sexes, for sale, by the celebrated 

Ae agg 


K. C. 107292 
Finest he: id and expression of 
any dog in the country. Prices 


$30.00 up 
illustrated 


Send stamp nd 
circul: 
MASSASOIT ‘KENNELS 
Box 195 Springfield, Mass. 


‘ow to ... by H. Clay 
ob V.S., for 20 years vet- 
erinarian_ of the famous West- 
minster Kennel Club, will be 
sent FREE upon reque: st. Every 
dog owner should have this 

ook. Write for it to Dept.1.1. 
Made only by 


























SHEPHERD PUPPIES 
(Police Dogs) 
by our Champion Stock, for sale 


SHEPHERD (Police) DOGS 


The Ideal Companion 




















































































































































































































and Protector 
Write today for Illus- P. A. B. Widener, Owner 
trated Booklet Address all communications to 
LEWIS S. WORDEN, Mgr. Joselle Ken- 
PALISADE KENNELS | nels, Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 
Box 3, Springfield Gardens, L.!. Police 
Just 40 minutes from Manhattan S H E P H E R D Dog - U P P I E S 
Sired by Seiger Harras v d Juch P. H. 1921, Grand Champion of Germany 
— Mated with Brood Matrons that are the “Strong Heart’’ Police Dogs 
- R Sale—High class . . | 
> x Winning Wire-haired Prize Winners of Europe “Character plus Appearance” 
. inet . - . : . t s Appearance”’. 
wer . peg ine b hg Express Charges Prepaid Everywhere Money Back Guarantee Xf , fou can pay m sre but you 
- erriers, Irish Terriers, : i s mathe Ae 3 ’ 
Fi Airedale Terriers, West | Send Twenty Five Cents for Beautifully Illustrated con't get a better dog. 
J R © Highland Terriers, Bull Literature Showing Training of Police Dog ‘ UN BEAM FARM 
e - Terriers and mostly all ; ; S = 
hance ae epi | CARNAGEY SHEPHERD FARM, 426 Hayes Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. | JAS TRONG HEART KENNELS 
Apply Suburban Breeding Farm, Belton, Mo. f New Brunswick, Easton Pike, N. J. 
ALF DELMONT 
Leeds Kennels Wynnewood, Pa, 
6) ’ . 
" RSE Sere PEKINGESE 
rc G The Ideal Companion for Children fy 
erman Champion Giralda’s | at Stud. Both Im- 
Shepherd chatz =e FROHLICHLUFT KENNELS ported and American 
re oa red Stock. Satisfac- 
- Dogs . BREEDERS *"’ AND tion cuarantecd c or- 
e have some ex- respondence invited. 
ceptional Pups sired @ TRAINERS OF SHEPHERD DOGS 
by our noted Cham- 7 Hic Ona Kennels 
pions Schatz von Ho- z Address = oo 
hentann, Ch. Kix von . : ee 
Oeringer, Ch. Dolf of Mr. R. M. Jennings, Jr., Owner - Blossom Road 
Joselle 404 N. Richland St. Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania SSS 
GIRALDA FARMS | 
Madison New Jersey “#% } ail | 
| | WIRE-HAIRED FOX 
| TERRIERS and Scottish 
The Largest Bull Dog | Terriers. Real sporting 
. Kennels in the World The Best Pals in the Worid DOBERMAN-PINSCHER]] | Sums"atae" °°" 
_ This photo shows a well + Oc KE R SPANIE LS A small dog for your 
merited result of a most P tee | town house and a stylish 
E excellent blending of the . - Ty u P P 1€8 | chap for your motor car. 
blood of our most typi- OF QUALITY Winning American-bred dogs with wonder- | The Sycamores 
n cal winners. Puppies usually for sale. ful dispositions are the invariable products | Mrs. Emma Hunter, 
= Je have — puppies Reds, blacks and parti-colors. of our kennels Ba ge 7 oa delivery now. Providence Road 
* now. ales $50.00 up. Send for details. Pri . Del. Co., Pa., 
I~ Females $35 00 up. ETEN FARM KENNELS TE GATE KENNELS ‘Lansdowne, 1074. ‘ 
a FERN LEA KENNELS West Orange, N. J. willow, Set Mont. Co. Penna. |} | 
x 
Bayville, L. I., N. Y. | 
' ENGLISH BULL DOGS 
, | High class pedigreed dogs, 
BULLDOGS GIAN T G R EAT DA N ES | intelligent, trappy, attractive 
The good old Englist ALF-DURNE 
Bulldog in ost _ SPRINGER SPANIELS The largest dogs in the KENNELS 
fort rg arance 7. : Tnited States. Secon 
cies = meet at ke The Coming Breed = Largest K en nel > in Rantings St. 
children. ; We now have Puppies of the best ‘hy yore _ ped Brooe ~~ | e 
a wonderful selection of English Field Trial Breeding “” Grand Stud Dogs. cupeies Males $75. , ae 








puppies for Christmas 
resents. Send stamp 
or descriptive booklet. 
The Auburncrest Kennels, Reg. 


128 Opera Place 


for sale, $50 to $100. 


WwW. H. HUTCHINSON 
111 Broadway NEW YORK 





Brindle, White. Harleai 
rindle, hite, 
ad registered stock. 


Black, 
Harlequin. All 
Puppies for sale. 
CHICHESTER DANE KENNELS 


50 up. No cheap ones 


FRENCH BULL DOGS 








¥ 21 Carson Road Ferguson, Missouri 





Cincinnati, Ohio 











GREEN TREE KENNELS 
CAIRN TERRIERS have won high- 
est honors at leading shows. Puppies 
and grown dogs for sale. : 

Mrs. PAYNE WHITNEY, Owner 
for particulars address 


CHOW CHOWS 
SPLENDID RED OR BLACK 
PUPPIES FOR SALE 


For prices ad full particulars address 


MRS. E. A. REED, Hor Binn Kennels 


67 Summer Street Taunton, Mass. 














ISAAC BLACK, Mgr., Manhasset, Long Island, New York 


PEKINGESE 


FINEST AND BEST EQUIPPED KENNELS IN THE WORLD 














All ages and colors Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies Champion Bred wonderful care they rece ive in rly pup pyho xd on the farm; others 
SOME AS LOW AS $25 1aintain that " been ause we discard all doubtful or mediocre stock for br eed- 
’ ; ww purposes. . & air gumene s the result of our intelli 
Satisfaction guaranteed Send for photographs and description oe ott roel of th a v sh os ae the proj “ se eb By f blo i : A Pr ae oe ards 
MRS. H. , * BAXTER from $150.00 and worl h at! For tt rther information iddress 
489 FIFTH AVENUE, New York GREAT NECK, L. I. P.O. BOX 914B SWIFT RUN KENNELS PIQUA, OHIO 


Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 Tel. Great Neck 418 Specimen puppy 


| 








R. FRANK F. DOLE will tell 

you how to take care of your 
dog or if you haven't one of Man's 
best friends Mr. Dole will purchase 
one for you. His services are with- 
out charge. Write him care of 
Harper’s Bazar. 














Beautiful Japanese Spaniels for Sale 


Imported and prize- 
winning stock, also 
Puppies of all ages 
from above dogs from 
$35.00 to $300.00. At 
stud Japanese Span- 
iels Mikado, Kobi 
and Ping Pong; Pom- 
eranians Peter Pan, 
fee $15.00. 

Mrs. A. M. Chadurjian 
26 Clarkson Ave 
Flatbush, B'lyn,N.Y 
Tel., 6691 Flatbush 











SWIFT RUX, SHEPHERDS 


Se ron tell us they attribute th ‘lence of Swift Run 











Shepherds to the 
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SCHOOLS 
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Foreign 


Se ne ee ee eno 


LYCEE JACCARD sovs 


Lausanne (Switzerland) 
Preparation for American College and Uni- 
versity Examinations. Business Course 
Languages. Summer Course. Best equipped 
school in the country. Organized Athletics 

Write 





Donald Unger, Secretary 














MADAME REY’S HOME SCHOOL 
28 Rue La Fontaine Auteuil-Paris (France) 
Tel. Auteuil 43.36 
Opportunity for American girls to pursue studies 
in a real French school with all the advantages of 
Parisian home life ‘ravel a be arranged at 

stationary fee No extras. Refe wee 
Mile. Rey, Farmers’ Trust Co., {75-5th Ave., N.Y¥.C 


CHATEAU DE GROSLAY (S.-0.) 


near Paris A high-class finishing school for 
French and Foreign girls. Magnificent residence 
Large park, 20 minutes from eere du Nord by 
train, 30 by car. Its Paris Branch, 


RIBERA 


37 Rue Ribéra (XVie). Comfortable private 

house, garden. Thorough French studies Art, 

sightseeing, travelling Write for prospectus to 
adame Benasson-Marignac, 

37 Rue Ribéra Paris, France 


Miss MAC LEAN’S PARIS SCHOOL 


for American Girls. 51 Avenue Marceau 
Ninth year Number pupils limited to eight Six 
months study in Paris; two months travel. For cata- 
log, address, yriss CLAIRE KELLOGG 

56 West 50th Street New York City 














Chaperonage Homes 








Wrs. Boswell’s Residence 


344-346 W. 84th St., at Riverside Drive, New York 
4 delightful home for girls attending any school, 
college or studio for long or short periods. Elective 
chaperonage. Seventh Year. Catalogue 

fel. Schuyler 3106 Open all year 





Teasdale Residence 
326 West 80th Street at Riverside Drive 
Telephone: Schuyler 7724 
For sirl students and young women who come to New York 
>ursue courses of study or for a social season 
FREN iC! CHAPERONAGE TUTORING 
WEEK-END CHAPERONAGE BOOKLET 


Attractibe Pew Vork Home 
FOR A FEW GIRL STUDENTS 
Write for information to Miss M. C. Belden 
391 West End Ave., New York City 

Near Riverside Drive 
Telephone Endicott 0016 





Cha peronage 








FRENCH HOME SCHOOL 


Planned exclusively for girls pursuing special 
studies in New York. Exceptional opportuni- 
ties for French 
MISS MACINTYRE or MLLE. TALGUEN 
320 West 107th St., New York City 
Riverside Drive 











Tutoring 


PRIVATE TUTOR 


Elementary and College Preparatory Branches 

Modern and Classical Languages Endorsed by 
leading schools of the city Mrs. H. D. ROBERTS, 
62 West 84th St., New York City. Schuyler 3822 














Teachers’ Agencies 


THE FISK TEACHERS’ AGENCY 


ffers unparalleled service. Nearly every 
pe ivate school in America has employ ed 
teachers on our recommendation. | 


Cc. S. CROSMAN, 225 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. 

















New York—Girls 





Daceusan eran: 


GARDNER SCHOOL 


11 East 5ist Street, New York City 

A thorough school with delightful home life. Col- | 

lege preparatory, academic, secretarial, elective 
courses. Music. Outdoor sports. 67th year. 

Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland, Principals. | 




















MUSIC 


“Will you help me.” writes a reader 


Texas, “to solve the problem of a music 
school? I am preparing to teach piano and 
theory in a private school, and it seems that 
I should have a diploma or certificate from 


a conservatory.” 





Of course, we helped her. For that is the purpose of 


our School Bureau—to help our readers find exactly the 


right school. 


Perhaps you have a school problem to solve. We 
should be glad to help you, too. We not only keep 


closely in touch with the conservatories and schools of 
music but also the college preparatory and post graduate 
schools. And the professional schools offering courses in 
such subjects as short story writing, nursing, secretary- 
ship, landscape architecture, physical education, kinder- 


garten training. 


In writing for information. please mention where you 
would prefer the School to be located and approximately 


what amount you wish to pay. 


KENNETH N. CHAMBERS, Director 
HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 
119 West goth Street New York City. 








New York—Girls 








New York Schools 
of Music and Arts 
150 Riverside Drive 


All Branches of Music 
and the Arts taught 


DORMITORIES IN BUILDING 














Institute of Musical Art 
Endowed. All branches of music. _Important 
aceon to Piano Faculty. CARL FRIEDBERG. 
Catalog. FRANK DAMRoscH, Director. 
120 Claremont Ave., Cor. 122nd St., New York 





CUDDER SCHOOL— Music 


Voice, piano, organ, violin, cello, flute, harp, 
etc. 16 master-artist instructors. re 
subjects, French, “gr ete. (Ask 
catalog.) Dormitories. WINFIELD CBE L L, 
Director, 244 W. 72d Street, New York City 





THE SCUDDER SCHOOL 83,,an¢ 


7 buildings, West 72d St., near Riverside Drive. 
Practical courses: (1) High School—pre yet 
and general; (2) Secretarial; (3) Household Arts; 
(4) Social Welfare and Community Service; 
(5) Music—all branches, 15 instructors, Summer 


s ol. 
Miss H. B. Scudder, 244 W. 72d St., N. Y. City 





The Commonwealth School 


Of Home Making and Community Subjects. 
Regular and part time courses. 


Box B, 136 E. 55th St., New York City 


BRIARCLIFF 


“Mrs. Dowmy ‘School i fr br Girls 
Mrs. EDITH COOPER S, Principal 
BRIARCLIFF MANDO se NEW YORK 











The Kn Ox School 


For girls. College Preparatory, advanced academic 
course with diploma, music, art, home economies. 
Horseback riding. Winter sports. Lower school for 
girls 10 to 12 years old. Mrs. RUSSELL HOUGHTON, 
Box B, Cooperstown, New York. 














New York—Girls 
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THE BROWNSON SCHOOL | 
Private School for Catholic Girls 
Resident and Day Pupils 
French the language of the house 
Mrs. Atwoop VIOLETT | 
22-24 East gist Street New York | 





The 
SCOVILLE SCHOOL 


- 1006 Fifth Ave., N. ¥.C. Opp. Art School & Central Park 
Boarding and Day School for Girls 
Complete academic, college prepar- 


THE VELTIN SCHOOL atory and advanced studies 





= 
= 








A Day School for Girls po A 
College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Conveniently reached from all parts of the city. 
Outdoor playground 
60-162 West 74th Street, New York. 





The SEMPLE SCHOOL for GIRLS 


Opposite Central Park. Boarding and Day Pupils. 
College Preparatory. Post Graduate, Finishing 
courses. Languages, Art, Music and Dramatic 
Art. Social life. Outdoor Recreation. 

Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Principa 
241-242 Central Park West, Box B, New York ow 





THE FINCH SCHOOL 


61 East 77th Street New York City 





post-graduate w¢ 





HEWLETT SCHOOL 


White's Lane, Cedarhurst, L. I., N. Y. 


Twenty miles from New York City. Day and 
s fi irls inder- a Fi 
penn a ie es e.. — boarding school for girls. Primary through college 
and boys Small classes with preparatory. Country life with outdoor sports. 
emphasis on personal attention 


A Boarding and Day School for Girls, emphasizing | 
rk. 
| 


Social Motive School 


College Preparatory or special High 








MISSBENTLEY, Prin. 526W.114thSt.,N.Y.City 





URSULINE ACADEMY 

A convent school, two hours from New York 
City. Elementary, Intermediate, College pre- 
paratory. Courses in Music, Modern Languages, 
Secretaryship, with diploma. Horseback riding, 
all Ss. Summer camp Assawagkemeck July 
Music, | 2nd to Sept. Ist. Address URSULINE SISTERS, 
y Box B, Middietown, NH. ¥. 


NEw YORK, Long Island, Garden City. 


Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


ScHOOL FOR GIRLS 

College preparatory and general roohdg 
Art and Domestic Scier 

Box B. MISS MiRIAM A. BY TEL, Principal 


DREW SEMINARY 
The Carmel School for Girls on beautiful Lake 
| Gleneida. 49 miles from New York. 600 feet ele- 
vation. High scholastic standing. Small classes 
A Country School for Girls. riggs: miles from General and special courses. (Separate building for 
Fifth Avenue. General Courses, Art, Music, College Junior School.) Athletics. 58th year. Moderate 
Preparation. Outdoor ae and Riding. charges. For catalog address 
EMMA BARBER TURNBACK, -B., _ Principal, | Dr. CLARENCE P. MCCLELLAND, President, 
Dongan Hills, Staten Island, N. Y. Box 502, Carmel, N. Y. 














Ossining School for Girls 
We offer with diploma, Academic, College Prepara- 
tory, Art, Music, Dramaties, Secretarial and Home 
Making c courses. Separate ‘school for young girls. 
In beautiful Westchester, 30 miles from New York, 
55th year. Address Clara C. _— Prin., Box 10B, 
Ossining-on-Hudson, New Yo 


ran Che Castle 


Miss Mason's School 
}t~- for Girls 
a 942, Tarrytown-on-Hudson. New York 











HIGHLAND MANOR 
A non-sectarian country boerdes school for girls. 
45 minutes from New York. rimary, Intermedi- 
ate, College Preparatory, Pestgradents. Thorough 
music courses, all branches. 
EUGENE H. Cate a 


Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Box B, 





ANDREBROOK 
A School for a small group of girls in the historic 
Hudson Valley. Delightful country home with all 
New York City _sivantaies. Write for illustrated 
circular. Addre 
MIss LILLIAN CLARK WEAVER, 
Andrébrook, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York 





MARYMOUNT 


SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
Chartered by the Regents of the University of the 
State of New York with power to confer degrees. 
Write for Catalogue to The Reverend Mother. 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson New York 








New York—Co-ed. 


genni 








Happy Hours 


Kindergarten for Children from 3 to 6. 345 
West 86th Street, New York. Afternoon Play 


Group underspecial supervision. ‘Booklet on request. 
Mrs. Whyte, 26 Rockview Avenue, 
Plainfield, N. J. 
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New York—Boys 





New Jersey—Girls 





aninanaciia 





Che Raymond Riordon School 


College preparatory, also Business Course. Work 
and play carefully directed for the adv ancement of 
Ade 





the individual boy. Catalog. ress 
Raymond Riordon, Highland, N. Y. 
College Preparatory School re Boys. _ Individual 


Athletics. Well-known 
Write for catalogs 


Ithaca, N. Y. 


Small classes. 
Enrollment 100. 
Box 150, 


attention. 
school crew. 
THE CASCADILLA SCHOOLS, 





Tarrytown-on- Hudson. 

25 miles fi 
Irving School for Boys New" York. ’in 
the stom. 9 historic “ Irving" country. 87th year 
32 years under present Headmaster. Extensive 


NEW YORK, 


grounds. Modern and complete equipment. Pre- 
pares for all colleges and technical schools. Athletic 
tield Gymnasium. Rev. J. M 


Swimming Pool. 
BB. D., 


FURMAN, L Headmaster, Box 913. 





THE STONE SCHOOL 


On Storm King Mountain. 50 Miles from New York 


A progressive College Preparatory School. Attrac- 
tive Outdoor Life. Catalog and book of views on 
request, Alvan E. Duerr, Headmaster 


Cornwali-on-Hudson, N. 





WOODLAND SCHOOL 


Boys 8 to 18. In Catskills, 1500 ft. elevation. 
Ideal for developing strong, manly boys, preparing 
for college or life. Skiing, snow-shoeing, skating 
Athletics. ae i buildings, 315 acres. 
Erwin S. Spink, A.B., , Ph icia, N.Y 








Square House at Saint James 
St. James, Long Island 


50 miles from New York. North Shore Sound. 
100 acres field and woodland. All year normal, 


happy, outdoor life for boys under 17. Expert 
individual teac' ge Training for Christian 
manliness. SNELLGROVE, Director. 


St. Mary’s Hall for Girls 


Founded in 1837 
College Preparatory, General and Advanced Course 
Music, Art, Home Economics and Secretarial 
Courses Mrs. JOHN FEARNLEY, Principal. 
Box 418, Burlington, N. J. 





MISS BEARD’S SCHOOL for GIRLS 


A country school, 13 miles from New York. College 
Preparatory. Advanced Courses. Junior High 
“chool. Music, Art, Domestic Science. Supe rvised 


physic: ro work in gymnasium and field. Catalogue 


cle C. BEARD, Headmistress, Orange, N. J 
SCHOOL 


DW IGH FOR GIRLS 


College Preparation. Special Finishing Courses. 
Athletics, Gymnasium, Tennis, Riding. 

Write for illustrated catalog. 
Miss E. 8S. CREIGHTON, Principal, 





Englewood, N. J. 





The Parsons School 


An all the year home school for girls from four to 
fourteen years of age. Small group, personal 
care, thorough instruction. Ideally healthy loca- 
tion near New York. Send for further particulars to 

. Grace Parsons, Box B, Essex Fells, N. J. 





MISS GILDNER’S PRINCETON SCHOOL 


For Girls 12 and over. Princeton, N. J. 
College preparatory, advanced college-entrance, 
general, graduate courses. Fine and domestic arts 
Secretarial. Athletics, riding. Extensive country 
estate. Separate cottage, * Gilderest"’ for Junior 
School. 

-M., 


Miss Laura B. Gildner, A Director 





CENTENARY COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE 
A girl's school in beautiful country near New York. 
50th year. 5 modern buildings; 50 acres; $600,000 
equipment; athletics, swimming pool, etc. Sensible 
regulation and dress. College preparatory certifi- 
eates. General and special courses. Catalog on 
request. Dr. ROBERT J. TREVORROW, Pres., 
Box 43, Hackettstown N. J. 








New York Military Academy 
A SCHOOL OF DISTINCTION 


(CORNWALL ON HUDSON BRIGADIER NERAL MILTON F. 
New York Davis, U.S.A UPERINTENDENT 




















SCHOOL 


AWLING fon’ boys 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmast 
Pawling New York 








Saint John's School 
College esceigage oe Military. 
near Syracuse. Graduates now 

Thoroughly equipped. 
Business course. Junior 
35 years under present 


MANLIUS 


Among the hills, 
attending 51 colleges. 
Well ordered athletics. 
school for boys 10 to 
management. Catalogue. 
Address Gen. Wm. Verbeck, Pres. 
Box 1211, Maniius, N. 








New Jersey—Boys 








. 
School Information 
Select your School from a recommended list. 
The best are here. If you desire additional 
information, write Harper’s Bazar School De- 
partment, 119 West 40th Street, New York. 








Pennsylvania—Boys 





"nnn 





SWARTHMORE PREPARATORY 
SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Prepares for college or s work Inculeates 
*‘man-making” qualities. Fine ac ademie and ath- 
letic spirit. Spacious grounds, modern buildings 
Junior Dept. for boys 10 to 13 ‘rite for catalog 
W. P. TOMLINSON, M.A., Box 24, Swarthmore, Pa. 








OL 


Mental 
influence 
Junior 
college 


ST. LUKE’S SCHO 
Wayne (Main Line P. R. R.), Pa. 
Healthful location, homelike buildings. 
and physical instruction, high moral 
makes unusual appeal to parents and boys. 
school for younger boys Prepares for 
or business. 
CHARLES HENRY Headmaster. 


STROUT, A.M., 





wie PRINCETON 
TUTORING SCHOOL 


Thorough and successful college preparatior. 
Send for booklet of particulars. 


Joun G. HUN, “Edgehill,” Princeton, New Jersey 





FRANKLIN AND MARSHALL ACADEMY 


Prepares boys for all Colleges and Technical 
Schools. Complete modern equipment and good 
physical training department. Old established 


school on basis allowing moderate terms. Catalogue 
on request. Address E. M. HARTMAN, Principal. 
Box 408, Lancaster, Pa 








For the all-around edu- 

DIE cation of manly boys. 

Athletic sports. 60- 

acre campus. Prepares 

for college and business life. Moderate rates. 
Lower School for boys | from 10 to 14. 

Roger W. Swetland, H , Box 11S, High a, N. J. 








FREEHOLD MILITARY SCHOOL 


For 80 select young boys. Just enough of the Mil- 
itary training to inculcate habits of obedience, 
prom ptness, orderliness and self-reliance. Study and 
play carefully supervised. N. Y., 42 miles; Phila., 
66 miles. ‘The school with the personal ‘touch.’ 
MAJOR CHARLES M. DUNCAN, Box 112, Freehold, N.J 





Roosevelt Military Academy 
Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri- 
canism of Theodore Roosevelt. Strong outdoor life; 
progressive curriculum. Fits boys for leadership. 
Senior and Junior Schools. Catalog. 
John B. Carrington, Headmaster, 
est Englewood, . de 





WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


12 miles from Philadelphia. Teachers of experience 


and character prepare for college and business 
sound pees of teaching—emphasizing HOW 
to study. 


Special school for Juniors. 
:> A. Snyder, Superintendent 
x 442, Wenonah, New Jersey 


NAZARETH HALL MILITARY ACADEMY 


Box 50, Nazareth, Pa. Founded 1743. College 
preparatory and business courses. Senior, Inter- 
mediate and Junior Departments. Gymnasium 


and Swimming Pool. All outdoor sports. Mini- 
mum age of Junior School, 9 years. Address the 
Rey. A. D. THAELER, D.D., Principal. 





HARRISBURG ACADEMY 
Senior and Junior Departments 
individual instruction in college prepara- 
tory and general courses. New fireproof buildings 
with large sunny rooms. Cottage dormitory sys- 
tem. Athletic field. Moderate rates. 

Arthur E. Brown, Headmaster 

Box B, Harrisburg, Penna. 


modern, 








Pennsylvania—Girls 











LINDEN HALL 


e F van-tneed Lancaster Co. 
lege Preparatory, 


oes for 100 Girls, 
ear. 


y Spot of the 
General Academic, 
Hemp mB, Secretarial, Music, Art, Ex- 
yression. Courses for High School graduates. 
Separate Junior and Intermediate Depts. Gym- 
nasium, Swimming Pool. Attractive, wholesome 
home lite. Careful supervision. Catalog. Address 
V. STENGEL, D.D., Box 122, Lititz, Pa. 


Pennsylvania—Girls 


New England— Girls 


Peon 








WILDCLIFF 


A Graduate School tor Girls 
Delightfully located in a college town near 
Philadelphia. Elective college courses. Spe- 
cial work in Art, Music, Home-making, Dra- 
matie Art and Secretarial work. New school 
building includes gymnasium and swimming 
pool. All out-door activities. Catalog 
Mr. and Mrs. H. M. Crist, Principals. 
Box 1510 Swarthmore, Pa. 














BISHOPTHORPE MANOR 
A select school for girls. 
Convenient to New York and eae. 
College pre “papper oe and general courses. 5 
tarial work. CLAUDE N. WYANT, Principal, 
Box 246, Bethlehem, Pa. 








A college with modern dor- 
mitories and equipment, at- 


CEDAR CREST 


tractive suburban site, congenial campus life. De- 
gree and certificate courses. Liberal Arts, A.B 
Secretarial Science, B.S.8. Household Arts, B.S 


Music and Expression, A.B. Accredited Teachers’ 
Courses. Address Wm. H. Curtis, Litt. D., Presi- 
dent, Allentown, Pa. 





SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Founded 1906. New Plant Erected 1920. 25 acre 
Campus. Room in suites or two with bath “eee 
Regular and special courses. Moderate rate. FRANK 





S. MAGILL, Principal, Box B, Chambersburg, Pa. 
BEECHWOO Jenkintown, Pa. Suburb 
of Philadelphia. School 


Junior Col- 
Economics, 
etc. ipe 


for practical training of young women. 
lege Departments, Music, Art, Home 
Kindergarten, Normal Gymnastics, 
organ, gymnasium. Address as above. 





The Birmingham School for Girls 


Birmingham, Thorough college preparation 


and courses for girls not going to college. Gym- 
naslum, haga pool, sleeping porch. € <atalogue. 
MOULT‘C Headmaster, ALVAN R 


G RIE R, President, Box 135, Birmingham, Pa 





HIGHLAND HALL 


Founded 1867 
PREPARES GIRLS FOR ALL COLLEGES 


Modern Educational Standards, Unusual E “5 gg nt 
Spacious Buildings, Abundant Outdoor Life 


Miss Ellen C. Keates, Principal, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 





OGONTZ SCHOOL 


Founded 1850. A school for girls ore upying an 
estate on the summit of Rydal Hill 5 minutes 
from Phila. Illustrated booklet describing 
building mailed on request Rydall, Junior De- 
partment. Miss Abby A. Sutherland, Principal, 
Rydal, Montgomery County, Pa 








HARCUM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


} Thorough college preparation; or special 

Music, Art. New building, large 
Athleties, riding Mrs. E. H. 

.B L., Head of School, Mrs. L. 
. B. P., Principal, Box B, Bryn 





Mawr, P. ‘a 





DARLINGTON ,..'7s08s4ism 
For Young Women 
Develops personality, vitality, efficiency. Sixty- 
acre estate. Personnel Engineering. Secretarial 
Domestic Science, Physical Education, Cultural 
Arts and College Preparatory ore All sports 
Gymnasium, swimming pool. Catalog 
Christine F. Bye, Prin., Box 622, West Chester, Pa. 








PENNSYLVANIA, Overbrook 


Miss Sayward’s Schoo 


For Girls. Sub- 
urb of Philadel- 








phia. College Preparatory and Secretarial Courses 
Music, Domestic Science Physical training, out- 
door sports, horseback riding, swimming. Devel- 
ops character, mind and body. Write Dept. B 

Miss JANET SAYWARD, Principal 

MRS. CASKIN’S 

School for Girls 

Founded 1911 
Overbrook, Pennsylvania 
College Preparatory, Vocational 

Domestic Arts, Music—Thuel Burnham 








Pennsylvania—Co-ed. 











MONTESSORI COUNTRY AND CITY SCHOOLS 
Children 3 to 12 years 
Scientific direction covering 9 years’ experience. 
Able teachers and housemother in charge 
Curriculum includes all formal grade studies 
A WINDLE PAIST, Directress 
Montessori First Boarding & Day School. Philadelphia, Pa. 


b 
St. Clare’s School (Episcopai 
Interesting home and school life. Individual care 
and character training for girls 5 to 14 years 
College women in charge. School year $800.00. 
Address Secretary St. Clare’s School, Stamford, 
Connecticut. 





BROMLEY 
A school for girls from 12 to 15 years of age. Pre- 
paratory for Bradford ademy Directed study 
and play. All advantages of Bradford Acs ndemy 
equipment. 


a) 





for Booklet, address 


I 
THE DtREcTOR, Box 21, Bradford, Mass. 





TENACRE 


A County School for Girls 10 to 14. Preparatory 
to Dana Hall, 14 miles from Boston. All sports and 
athletics supervised and adapted to the age of the 
pupil. Finest instruction, care and influences. Miss 
Helen Temple Cooke, Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass 








Whiting Hall 
A home school in the country for girls from 10 to 
16 Haltw, between Boston and Worcester. 
Affiliated the best preparatory schools. 
Modern equipment New gymnasium. Booklet. Mr. 
Elbridge C, Whiting, Amherst, Yale; Mrs. Whiting, 
Wellesley, Principals, South Sudbury, Mass. 





WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 


30 Highland Street, Natick, Mass. 
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles 
fromm Boston. 46 Acres. kating Pond. Athletic 
Fields. 6 Buildings. Gymnasium. 

iss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals. 








THE BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Founded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877 
Opposite Smith College Campus. 
1iss HELEN E. THOMPSON, Headmistress. 
Northampton, Massachusetts 





THE CHAMBERLAYNE SCHOOL 


Intensive preparation for college, general and 
special courses. Music, art, languages—native 
teachers. Out-of-door sports. 261 Clarendon St., 
Corner of Commonwealth Avenue, Boston, Mass. 





Mount Ida School for Girls 


Preparatory, finishing school. Exceptional oppor- 
tunities, with a delightful home life. 
Send for New Year Book 


2520 Summit Street, Newton, Mass. 





HOUSE IN THE PINES 


Norton, Ma 30 miles from Boston. 
A School for Girls. College preparatory and finish- 
ing courses. Music, Art, Household Arts. Secre- 
tarial courses. Every attention, not only to habits 
of study, but to each girl’s health and happiness. 
MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal. 





CHOATE SCHOOL 


1600 Beacon Street, Brookline, Mass. 
Home and day school for girls. Special emphasis 
on college preparatory work 
AUGUSTA CHOATE, Vassar A.B., 


Kendall Ball 


BOARDING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


A.M., Principal. 





College ~roperation. Junior —— One 
Special Intensive Ye 

Mr. and Mrs Cc. P. Kendall, Prides Crossing, 

Beverly, Mass. 





the RSKINE  scxoo. 


After trafming in Arts, Vocations, Business 
for College and High School Graduates. 


Miss E. E. McClintock, 129 Beacon St., Boston. 





ROGERS HALL SCHOOL 


FOR Nag LOWELL, MASS. 


College paratory and General Courses 
For yf ate Catalogue and Booklets 
Address MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS 








WYOMING SEMINARY 


A co-educational school strong in character build- 
ing. College preparation. Business. t, Art, 
Oratory and Home Economics. Gymnasium and 
Athletic field. 79th year Endowed. Catalog. 
L. L. SPRAGUE, D.D., L.H.D., Pres. 
Kingston, Pa. 


i 


A New England School 


The Schools in Harper's Bazar will be glad to 
send you catalogues and descriptive literature. 
Write to those Schools whose announcements 
interest you. 








30 


Harper’s 


Bazar 


Will 


Help You Make a Quick Selection 




















New England—Girls 


The 
ly School 


For Girls 


Greenwich, Conn. 

















In the country. One hour from 
New York. Junior and Upper 
Schools. General, College Prepara- 
tory, and Graduate Courses. Also 
one-year course, intensive college 
preparatory review. 






























STAMFORD, CONN. 
Suburban to New York City 
Fifty Minutes from Fifth Avenue 
Exclusively a boarding school for 
high-school girls or graduates 
Choice of studies for every pref 
erence. Social culture; physical 
training: athletics. Profusely illus 
trated booklet with complete 
details shows superior ad 
vantages and exquisite 
equipment Address 

am Recordine Secretary 
en Eden, Stamford, Cont 











SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL 
‘Sth year. College preparatory Secretarial and 
Domestic Science Courses. Gymnasium. Organized 
athletics Outdoor life on 50-acre school farm 

Miss EMILY GARDNER MUNRO, A.M., Principal 
Vaterbury, Conn 





SOUTHFIELD POINT HALL f.;shas! 

for girls. 

Beautifully located on Long Island Sound. Inter- 

mediate, General and College Preparatory Courses 

Music, Gymnastics, Athletics and Sports Address 
Jessie Callam Gray, 8.A., Principal 

6 Davenport Drive Stamford, Conn. 





HILLSIDE $r7"s frre 

For Girts. 
45 miles from New York. Preparation 
for college entrance examinations, 
General courses. Organized athletics. 





Margaret R. Brendlinger, A. B. ( Vassar 
Vida Hunt Francis, A.B mith), Principals 





LINCOLN SCHOOL 
Preparatory for Girls. CGeners 
fireproof buildings All 
ity advantages 


College 
Modern 
life . 


NVERSE, Pri 
Island 


Miss MIRIAM SEWALL Co neipal 
P 


rovidence, Rhode 





tHE GARLAND SCHOOL 
of HOMEMAKING 


Booklet on training for efficient Home Making 
MRS. MARGARET J. STANNARD, Director 
2 CHESTNUT STREET BOSTON, MASS. 





The Miss Farmer School of Cookery 


Home of the Boston Cooking School Cook Book 
Cookery and Household Technique for the home and 
for professional use. Six months and intensive short 
courses. Send for booklet Miss Alice Bradley, 
Principal. 30 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Mass. 














larger number than we 


issue. In fact, 


School Bureau. 


and thus, in very 


matter for the Fall of 1924. 


carefully and write 


to make a choice, 


HARPER’S 


119 West goth Street 





GROWTH 


Bazar brings to your attention the names of the prominent 
schools and colleges of the country. 
there are announcements of more than 200 schools. A 
have ever listed in a November 
in every issue this year, Harper’s 
has published more school announcements than in the 
corresponding issues last year. 
value of Harper’s Bazar as an advertising medium for 
good schools and significant testimony 
of parents in the recommendations of the Harper’s Bazar 


Our representatives keep closely 
Schools both through personal visits and correspondence 
large measure, 
sentative in ascertaining their relative standing. 
the time to select a school for the second term or for that 
Study thes 
for catalogs to those schools which 
seem to meet your requirements. 
letter addressed to Harper's 
will bring prompt and disinterested information. 


KENNETH N. CHAMBERS, 
BAZAR SCHOOL 


| 
In every issue through- 
| 


out the year, Harper’s 


In this issue alone, 


Bazar 
A striking tribute to the 
to the confidence 
with the 


in touch 


act as your own repre- 


Now is 
> announcements 


If you find it difficult 
Bazar 


Director 
BUREAU 
New York City. 
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New England—Boys 





Washing ton—Girls 











ational Park 
Seminary 


Suburbs of Washington, D. C. 
James E. Ament, Ph.D., LL.D. 
President 
A National Boarding School for 
Two-year Junior College with special 
College Preparatory. 






Girls. 
and vocational courses. 
Thirty-two buildings Ninety-acre campus. 
Send for descriptive catalog. Address 


REGISTRAR, Box 170, Forest Glen, Maryland 











MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY 
For Young Women. Occupies beautiful estate 
and combines advantages of city and country. 
High hool and Collegiate forms. Household 
Science and Arts. Secretarial branches. M 3 
Expression and Modern Languages Athletic: 
Address The Secretary, Oakcrest, W Ashington, D. C. 








COLONIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 












Beautiful location in National Capital. High 
School, College Preparatory and Collegiz te Courses 
Complete Domestic Science and Secretarial De- 
partments. Music, Art, and Expression. Well- 
corte red home and oe 1 life. Athletics. MISS 
CHARLOT’ ENDEN EVERETT, 
Principal, 1533 wisbscensh St... N. W., Wash- 
ington, D. C. 





1924 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C. 
A school for girls. Rate $1500. Preparatory and 
academic courses. Two years graduate and college 
work. Music, Art, Expression. Mrs. BEVERLEY 
R. Mason, Principal. 





KING-SMITH STUDIO-SCHOOL 
For young women. Music, languages, dancing, 
dramatic art; other art, academic or college sub- 
jects may be elected. Tuition according to amount 
of work taken. 

Mr. and Mrs. AUGUST KING-SMITH, Directors 
1751 New Hampshire Ave., Washington, D. C. 





FAIRMONT School for Girls 


Washington, D.C. Regular and Special Courses 
Advanced Courses for High School graduates 
Musie, Art, Expression. Educational advantages 
ot National C apital For catalogue, address 


Fairmont School, 2111 S Street, Washington, D.C. 








Southern—Co-ed 





amacananuinanie” 





WORCESTER ACADEMY 7° Bors oF asiiry 


WORCESTER, 


MASSACHUSETTS 


WITH COLLEGE VISION 








ROXBURY 


Instruction given individually or in classes of from 
two ve according to the boy's needs A pproxi- 
mately OS‘) of our final candidates are sucecssful in 
entering colleg Athleties under the direction of 
experts Koys may enter at any time Catalog 


DEAN 
Conn, 


N. SHERIFI 
toxbury School, Inc., Cheshire, 





MILFORD 


4 college preparatory school for boys of 16 and 
over Formerly the Rosenbaum School Small 


closses and individual = instruction Minimum 
t ion including room and board for the entire 
school year, $2,000) 

SAMUEL B. RoseneauMm, Principal, Milford. Conn 








WESTMINSTER SCHOOL 
SIMSBURY, CONN. 
RAYMOND R. McORMOND, HEADMASTER 








WILLISTON A School for Boys | 


Preparatory for college or scientific school. Di- | 
rected work and play Junior School for young | 
boys 4 distinet school in its own building: sepa- 
rate faculiy Address Archibald Galbraith, | 
Principal. “Box H, Easthampton, Mass. | 





POWDER POINT SCHOOL 


Will understand your boy and help him to under- 

stand hims 
RALPH K 
54 King ¢ 


BEARCE, 
‘acsar Road, 


A.M., Headmaster 
Duxbury, Mass. 








The SCHOOL QUESTION 


The or are known to Harper's Bazar, 
but if ther is a question in your mind let us 

for ~~ Write to Harper's Bazar, 
t 40th , New York. | 


1 19 We 


Winter Park, 


Rollins College, “ris: 


Co-educational - Interdenominational. Standard 

yurses leading to A.B. degree. Special advantages 
in Music, Art, Home Economies and Business. Year 
round open air sports. Expenses $400. Catalogue. 








Southern—Boys 


S SCHOOL FOR BOY: 

50 Miles from abl tet 
In foothills of Blue Ridge. Healthful, open-air life 
for boys. Prepares for college. Write for catalog. 
EDWIN B. KiNG, Headmaster, Warrentown, Virginia. 











Fishburne Military School 


Prepares for ae ae and business life. 

Personal attention. R. T. C. under U. 8S. War 

Department. 44th ye ae "New $2! 50,000 fireproof 

equipment Catalogue MAJ. MORGAN H. 
UDGINS, Prin., Box H, Waynesboro, Va. 





New England—Co-ed. 








Holmewood School 


One of the finest equipped schools 
in the East for boys and girls 4 to 16 


In the Connecticut Hills 
40 miles from New York City 
Rates 870 monthly 
Mrs. Louise S. Tebbetts 


New Canaan, Connecticut 














EAST GREENWICH ACADEMY 


Co-educational. Founded 1802. 7 buildings. 13 
instructors. College preparatory, Academic, Busi- 
ness, Music Junior School Gymnasium and 
athletic field. Christian ideals. Tuition $500 

Rev. J. FRANCIS COOPER, D.D., Principal 
On Narragansett Bay, East Greenwich, 1. 


Allen-Chalmers 


A Country School for Boys 
Military Regularity. Upper and Lower Schools. 
THOMAS CHALMERS, West Newton, Mass. 











ST. ELIZABETH-OF-THE-ROSES 


& Mother School 
Episeopal. Open all year. Children 3to 12. One 
hour from New York Usual studies. Out-door 
sports $600 covers expenses of School Year 
Mus. W. B. STopbpann, Directress 
Box B, Noroton, Conn 


DeWitt Clinton School 


A DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


Prepares for Colleges and Technical Schools. 
Accommodation for a imited 
Joun B. HEBBERD 
210 Newbury Street 


number, 
A.M., Director, 
Boston 


Resident 
Address 





THE MITCHELL SCHOOL 


A school that appeals to the American Boy and the 
discriminating parent. Exponents of clean sport, 
fair play, and thoro work. pper and lower school 
ALEXANDER H. MITCHELL, Principal, 
Box K, Billerica, Mass 








THE LITCHFIELD SCHOOL 
For Young Boys 
Litchfield, Conn. 

Health and happiness achieve fine results in the 
class-room. Test this with your boy here in his- 
toric old Litehfield. Address Earle Everett Sarcka, 
Headmaster, Box 523 





RIDGEFIELD | 


Mdpetield, Conn. A country school 
for boys from 12 to 18, in the high- 
lands of the Berkshires. 50 miles 
from New York City 

Theodore C. Jessup, Headmaster 


BLAC eS TONE MILT TARY Ac ADEMY 
ING FOUR-SQUAR 
College Pre Saeabany and home pt re for boys in 
healthful Piedmont section of Virginia. Full Com- 


mercial Courses. New fire-proof Administration 
Building and Barracks Tuition $525.00. For 
catalogue scares 

SOL. E AGON, President, 

Box M. Bine kstone, Va. 





STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY 
Boys from 10 to 20 years old a, = for the Unk- 
versities, Government Academies or Business. 
Gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic park. 
$600.000 plant. Charges $650. For catalogue 
address 

Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pres. 
Box B (Kable Station), Staunton, Va. 





TOME SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
The most beautiful and best equipped school in 
America Faculty of Specialists ‘ollege Board 
Standards Single Rooms, Individual Advisers. 
All Athletics Forty-five boys entered college in 
Copter, 1922 ‘ 
MURRAY PEABOD ¥ BRUSH, Ph.D., Director, 
Rute $1100. Port Deposit, Md. 
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Southern Church Schools 


Church Schools in the Diocese of Virginia, Inc. 


pier my ar Bishop of Va. Bete ownership; health; echol- 





ship: culture; beauty St. Christopher's 3650, 

Rie mond; Christchurch ~$400, Christe paret Floss Mi eae 
Co. Gi . P 

Anne’ *s—$500, Charlottesville; St. Margaret’s——$450, Tap- 
Catalogs from Principals. 





pshannock, Essex Co. 
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WARD- - BELMONT 


FoR GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN 
WARD-BELMONT combines high- 
est academic training and advan- 
tages of extensive grounds and 
equipment with that much-sought- 
for Southern culture and refinement. 
WARD-BELMONT offers a six-year 
course of study embracing two years 
of college. Its well-balanced cur- 
riculum meets the individual needs of 
students. For information address 


WARD-BELMONT 
Belmont Heights, Box 12, Nashville, Tenn. 





Miss Harris’ Florida School 


Under northern management, northern faculty. 
Tourist pupils use home _ text-books. Outdoor 
classes, ocean bathing throughout winter. Board- 


October to June. 


ing and day school departments. 
Miami, Florida 


1057 Brickell Avenue 





MAROBERT HALL 
The Boarding Department of 
‘he Girls’ Latin School 
Excellent College Preparation at Moderate Rates. 
Cultural Course with Resident Peabody Teacher 
34th Year. Catalog. 1225 St. Paul St., Baltimore, 
Md. 





The Roberts Beach School 


Fifty girls with faculty of ten. Successful college 








preparatory and general course. estate near 
Baltimore. Mrs. E. SELLEW ROBERTS, A.N 
SARAH M. BEACH, Ph.D., Principals. Box 100, 
Catonsville, Md. 





MARYLAND COLLEGE 


For Women. Ten miles from Baltimore. Four-year 





courses leading to all degrees. Two-year certificate 
course. Personal supervision of strong faculty 
Modern fireproof buildings Swimming pool. 
Catalog. Box 11B, Lutherville, Maryland. 




















YOU ARE 
CORDIALLY 
INVITED 
TO WRITE 
US 














You are cordially 
the Harper’s Bazar School Bureau for 
help in the selection of a school. 
hesitate to write even if you are not a 
regular subscriber. 
are reading this message will be sufficient 
introduction. 
School staff have personally visited the 
prominent schools and colleges 
the country, and we 
mation at a moment’s notice that other- | 
wise would take you weeks, if not longer, 
to obtain. 


invited to write to 
Do not 


The fact that you 


The members of our 


all over 
can give you infor- 























Western—Girls 





California—Boys 


Special Schools 


Leansnuneneneneummeneeauen suse 


For Nervous and Backward Children 


The Stewart Home Training 
, School for children of retarded 
mental development, is a pri- 
vate Home and School on 4 
beautiful Country Estate in the 
famous Blue Grass Region of 
Kentucky Seven Buildings. 
Cottage Plan. For illustrative 
catalog address, 

Ss DR. JOHN P. STEWART 
* Box G Frankfort, Ky. 








THE BANCROFT SCHOOL 


For children whose development has not 
progressed normally 
—FORTIETH YEAR— 

Winter School near Philadelphia, Summer Camp in 
Maine. Fifty-four acres of ground, twenty-six 
buildings, sixty-eight employees, including twelve 

teachers and twenty-eight governesses. 
E. A. Farrington, M. D. Jenzia Coulson Cooley 
Address Box 165, Haddonfield, N. J. 








FRANCES SHIMER SCHOOL 


For Girls and Young hed omen. 2 years College, 4 

years Acade my. Music, Art, Expression, Home 

Economics. 71st year. “35 > acres. Outdoor sports. 

9 buildings. New College yo sa ee wg ong 

a for younger girls. atalog. wn. 
. MCKEE, Dean, Box 660, Mt Carroll, il, 





LINDENWOOD COLLEGE 


A Standard College for Young Women with Classi- 
cal, Vocational, Music, Art, and Expression de- 
partments. 11 4 acres of campus for outdoor sports, 
Golf, Hockey, Tennis, 30 minutes from St. Louis. 
Catalogue upon application. 

J. L. ROEMER, President, Box 523, St. Charles, Mo. 





TUDOR HALL SCHOOL 


Successful preparation for all colleges for women 
and for universities. General and Special Courses. 


Fireproof school and residence buildings. Science 
laboratories. Art studio. Gymnasium. Roof play- 
ground. Catalogue. MISS FREDONIA ALLEN, 
Principal, Indianapolis, Ind. 





Lenox Hall 


Select School for Girls. 

Catalogue, address 
Mrs. LOUISE M. THOMAS, Principal 

Box 1024 Kirkwood, Mo. 


Enrollment limited. For 








Western—Boys 








BAYLOR COLLEGE 


Largest College for Women in the South. Prop- 
erty value over $1,000,000. Standard degrees con- 
ferred. Strong Music Department. Write for cata- 
logue. J. C. Hardy, President, Belton, Texas. 





ST. HILDA’S HALL, Charles Town, W. Va. 


The Chevron School for Girls, Episcopal. In 
the Shenandoah Valley College preparatory. 
Elective Courses. Music and Art Athletics 
Open air classes Individual instruction. $600 
Catalog. MARIAH PENDLETON DUVAL, Principal 





Lt too COLLEGE for Girls ond | Young Women 

ANOKE, VA. 
y “ie Valley of Virginia, anak = health and 
beauty. Elective. Preparatory and ‘ull Junior 
solle courses. Music, Art, Expression. Domestic 
Science. Catalogue. Address MATTIE P. HARRIS, 
President. Mrs. GERTRUDE HARRIS BOATWRIGHT, 
Vice-President. 








Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia 


Rich 
needs of the 

Out- 
Box H. 


Episcopal school for girls—Eightieth Session. 
in traditions of the past: alive to the 
present. Thorough college pe Te 
door sports. Address Mrs. H. N. Hills, A.B., 





SULLINS COLLEGE Bristol. Virginia 


For Girls. High School and Junior College Courses 
Music, E ne ‘ssion, Domestic Science, ete. New 
buildings; ery room connecting bath Swin- 
ming Pool, ‘Horseback riding. Mountain climate. 
W. E. MARTIN, Ph.D., Pres., 3 








FAIRFAX ALL—For Girls 
Ridge Mountains 


In the Blue College prepara- 
tory, Riding, Golf. 1 year graduate work. Music, 
rt, Home Economics, Expression, Secretarial 






cres Be rn building. Main line 2 railroads. 
for catalogue 


$525 
JOHN NOBLE MAXWELL, President, Box H, Basic, Va. 








BRENAU COLLEGE CONSERVATORY 
Noted for: select patronage 30 states; pleasant 
social life; location foothills Blue Ridge Mts. North 
of Atlanta; Standard A.B. course; special advan- 
tages in music, oratory, art, domestic science, 
physical culture. 31 buildings. Outdoor sports: 
swimming, boating, horseback riding, ete. Cata- 
log yo illustrated book. 
dress BRENAU, Box B, Gainesville, Ga. 





TH° K P E 


CAMP 
One hour from Chicago. Pelican Lake, Wis. 
Address Vice President’s Office, Lake Forest, Illinois 





NEW MEXICO MILITARY INSTITUTE 
High School and two years of College with Diploma. 
Mild, dry climate. 80 Saddle Horses. Two polo 
fields. (No charge for riding.) Tuition $650 in- 
cludes uniforms and_ books. 

COLONEL J.C. TROUTMAN, Superintendent, 
Box B, Roswell, New Mexico. 





WISCONSIN, Waukesha County, Delafield. 


St. John’s Military Academy The _Asmerican 


Eminently fitted for training American on s. Thor- 

ough scholastic and military instruction. Situated 

> high ground, 7 A, puneme County Lake region. 
Catalogue. Box ¢ 





Northwestern Military and Naval Academy 


70 miles from Chicago. An endowed College 
Preparatory School and Junior College. Its dis- 
tinctive advantages and methods interest discrim- 
inating parents. 


Col. R. P. Davidson, Pres., Lake Geneva, Wisc. 


MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


For catalog address The 
Secretary, CULVER, Ind. 





ULVER 








California—Girls 








THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL S2er3i"g22¢,00» 
School for Girls. 

High School graduates admitted without examina- 
tion to all colleges using accrediting system. 
Students prepared for college board examinations. 
Post-graduate, primary and intermediate depart- 
ments. Cheerful, homelike school with outdoor 
life year round. Address 

Mise Mary E. Wilson, Prin., Box H., Berkeley, Calif, 





MILITARY ACADEMY 


A BIG SCHOOL FOR LITTLE BOYS 


Safety — Health — Happiness. 
For Youngsters from 6 to 14. 

Sympathetic, Watchful, Intelli- 
gent Guidance 

Home Care and Training. 

Capable, Motherly House-Ma- 
trons. 

Women _ Teachers 
tary Grades 

Open-Air Sleeping Porches 

Outdoor Life in Sunny Southern 
California. 

Military Training for the Little 
Fellows. 

No boys over 14 admitted. 

No High School pupils 

Send in applications early. 

Beautiful Catalogue and View 
300k. Send for it. 


ROBT. A. GIBBS, Headmaster 
Route 7, Box 948, Los Angeles, Cal. 


in Elemen- 

















HITCHCOCK MILITARY 
18 miles from San Francisco. All year round out- 
door life. Splendid equipment. Expe' rienced in- 
structors. Academy fully accredited by Colleges. 


ACADEMY 


Physical Culture, Football, Tennis, ete. Swim- 
ming Pool. Separate room for avery papel. Next 
semester begins January, 1924. Write for il- 


lustrated ae to Rex H. 
San Rafael, Cal. 


SHE ~. R, President, 





L ACADEMY 
Comfortable buildings in a charming 
eight-acre wooded park to live in, a gymnasium 
and seven-acre athletic field to play in, and all in 
the matchless climate of California. Accredited to 
the Universities. ¢ o_o 

GRENVILLE C 
Box H, 


SEA 
(Military). 


ERY, Headmaster 
Paio Alto, California. 





WILLIAM WARREN SCHOOL 


Prepares for Eastern 
Minimum age limit. 
from San Francisco. 


Box W8 


Universities 
50 minutes 


and Western 
Country School 





Menlo Park, California 





San Diego Army and Navy Academy 
Prepares for Colleges, West Point and Annapolis. 
Univ. of California's highest scholastic rating 
Christian influences. Land and water sports all 


year. Summer Session July 1—Sept.1. Catalogue. 
Address Capt. Thos. A. Davis, Box H, Pacific 


Beach Sta., San Diego, Cal 





MONTEZUMA MOUNTAIN SCHOOL 
Los Gatos, California 
Accredited 
Outdoor Life all the year round 








Girls’ Camps 











SARGENT CAMPS Peterboro, N. H. 


The Athletic Camps for Girls. 
Senior C: amp, ages 15-20. 
Junior Camp, ages 8-15 
Sargent Camp Club, ages 20 and over. 














Address Secretary, 8 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 
Special Schools 
THE WRIGHT ORAL SCHOOL 


For = Deaf ons Partially Deaf. Mt. Morris Pk. 
Wes ity. Kindergarden to College En- 
pe 


A refined boarding and day sehool with 
home atmosphere. Large faculty Individual atten- 
tion. Outdoor gymnasium instruction entirely 
by Oral and Auricular methods. Children from 
four years up accepted. Co-educational. Twenty- 
ninth year. 





ELLIOTT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


In heart of residential Los Angeles. Residence and 
Day through 9th grade. Ideal Home Life. Char- 
acter Building. Out-of-door classes. Open the 
entire year. Pupils accepted at any time. 

x HB, Los Angeles, California 


‘ 


THE BINGHAMTON TRAINING SCHOOL 


An ideal private home-school for nervous, back- 
ward and mental defectives. No age limit. Phys- 
feal Culture Manual training and all branches 
Open year around Terms $75 per month 

Mr. and Mrs. Avaust A. BoLpt, Supt 

New York, Binghamton, 112 Fairview Ave 


Standish Manor 


A school for backward girls. Grade and High 
School courses, physical training, music, domestic 
arts, bathing and water sports Intimate home 
care. 30-acre estate. ALICE Myers, Prin- 

ipal. HazeL G. CULLINGFORD, Asst. Principal, 


ci 
Halifax, Mass. 





Hawley School of Development 


For Nervous and Retarded Children. Specializes 








in ge ig ce and Speech Correction. English 
and Art Classes. Home Environment. Limited 
number. 53 ‘Strawberry Hill, Stamford, Conn. 





SOUND VIEW SCHOOL 


FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Individual Instruction. 
70 Prospect St., Portchester, New York 
Tel. Portchester 1556 M 





THE HEDLEY s§& 

The “Individual” School for boys and girls, 
normal socially and physically yet who need per- 
sonal attention and special instruction. 

Mrs. Hedley, Princinal, J. R. Hedley, M. D., 
Resident Physician. Box B, Glenside, Penna. (12 
miles from Philadelphia.) 


SCHOOL 





’ 

MISS WOODS’ SCHOOL 
For EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 
Individual training will develop the child who does 
not progress satisfactorily. 24 miles from Phila. 

Booklet. 
MOLLIE WOODS HARE, Principal, 
Box 152 nghorne, Pa. 





An Exclusive School 
for a few children who need individual education to 
adjust them to the ordinary conditions of home and 
school life. Conducted by a University Professor 
of Psychology, at tod country place in suburbs of 
Philadelphia Addre 
LIGHTNER WITMER, P h D>. 


Devon, Pennsylvania 





DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 


Berwyn, Pennsylvania 


Boys Junior Girls 
UNIQUE IN PURPOSE—PROGRESSIVE IN METHOD 
Three separate tutoring schools for children who 


need scientific observation and guidance. Box B 





FLORENCE NIORTINGALE SCHOOL 


BACKWARD ‘CHILDREN 


Katonah, N #2 Miles from N. Y. 
In Be ae & Westchester Hills. 
Rudolph 8. Fried, Principal. 








Bs AU TIF UL, Exclusive, Country Nursing 
1e and School f entally defective 

i sg Refer ences exchanged. 
MARGARETTA R. BENNETT 

Box o1, English, Indiana 

possesses ANNONA me 


ore niet 








Cumberland Hospital 


Offers a two years and six months course in 
General Hospital Training One year of High 
School required Allowance $25.00 per month; 
uniforms and books supplied Ancram, 

SUPERINTENDENT OF NU 
39 Auburn Place, brockiya, x » a 





PROSPECT HEIGHTS HOSPITAL 
Theater and Shop- 


Located twenty minutes from 

ping District, New York City, offers a 2‘ ye 
course in Nursing to young women having one year 
or more High School) $15 and $20 per month, uni- 
forms furnished For particulars apply to Supt 
of Nurses, Washington Avenue and St. Johns Place 
Brooklyn, 





_ Work 


[ Professional 





School of 
Domestic Arts and Science 


Courses in Cookery, 
Sewing, Millinery 
Manage- 


New Term opens February 1 
Menu Planning, Table Service, 


Also Home-making and Institutional 

ment. Excellent dormitory. Limited registration 
Address DIRECTOR, 

Dept. 28, 6 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill, 





THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL 


DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE AND 
LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE :: :: 


CAMBRIDGE, MASSACHUSETTS 


MIS. CONKLIN 


SECRETARIAL SCHOOL 


105 West 40th St. New York 


BALLARD 
SCHOOL 


Katharine Gibbs School of 
Secretarial and Executive 
Training for Educated Women 


Resident and Day School, 247 Berkeley St., Boston 
Day School, 101 Park Ave., New York City 








REGISTER NOW FOR 
SECRETARIAL COURSE 


610 Lex. Ave., at 53d St. 
Central Branch Y. W. C. A. 











LOUISE LAKIN SCHOOL 


oF 
Foundation Music 
ESTABLISHED 1919 

Elementary —advanced — normal. Unique in 
the fact that together with a thorough musical 
training it gives a complete course in the busi- 
ness management of a studio. Resident and 
day pupils. Normal course opened September 
25. For information write 

Secretary, 2111 Bancroft Place, Washington, D. C. 








Fascinating and lucrative occupation 


MAKE skillfully taught by correspondence. 
IRIDOR Also resident courses. French, Spanish, 
request 


spoken Booklet B-1 on 
CANDIES (Instruetor Y. 


ei os “a rt, director. 
For Prof ional C. Maki 
iKIDOR SCHOOL es oatetgae a New vork™ 






German 





HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 
Kindergarten-Primary Training School 
Affiliated with New York University Students 
enrolled for Sept. and Feb. Exceptional residence 
facilities. Excellent positions for graduates. 
Address Miss HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS, 
Principal, Five B New York University Bldg., 
Washington Square, New York City. 





The Marjorie Webster School 


of Expression and Physical Education 
2-year Normal course. 1-year Professional course, 
Summer school of 6 weeks. Fall term open now, 
Day and Night school Dormitory Catalogue 
1415 Massachusetts Ave., N. W., Washington, D. C. 





for Physical 
Education 


The Sargent Schoo 


Established 1881. Booklet on request. 


D. A. SARGENT L. W. SARGENT 
Cambridge 38, Mass. 





MACLEAN College of Music, Dra- 
matic and Speech Arts 
Regular session now ocal art—musical comedy 
stagccraft—e a and dramatic art. Excellent 
instructors. Individual attention. Convenient loca- 
tion. Enter any time 

2835 S. Michigan Avenue, Box T, Chicago, Ii!. 





Edith Coburn Noyes School 


Dramatic Training—Character Development. 
Voice, Diction, Psychology, Design, French. 
Write for complete list of courses 
E ae TH COBURN NOYES, Principal, 

ymphony Chambers, Boston. 


NEW YORK SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION 


(Chartered by Regents of N. Y. State University 
30th year. Fall Term, Oct. Sth. Class and private 

instruction: voice training for public speaking, stage, 

conversation. Saturday and Evening Classes. De- 

ner ive speech cured. Catalogue. 332 W. 56th St... 
iew Yor y. 








BLIZABETH MACK STUDIOS 


Classes forming to produce plays. 
Private lessons and small! classes 
Summer term in Paris 
Studio, 15 West 12 
N. ¥.C 


DRAM: \ 


h Street 


FRE? 
LITERATURE 


_is 


Beginning 1} int 


the Professional 


Schools 

















WOMEN in 
LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE 


By Elizabeth Leonard Strang 
Instructor Planting Design, Lowthorpe School 


ae 


HIRTEEN years agoa prominent landscape 

architect of New York City—masculine, of 
course—was heard to remark: “A woman in this 
profession is like a circus performer walking a 
wire—the marvel is not that she does the thing 
well, but that she can do it at all.” ‘To-day that 
remark is an anachronism. ‘Though, to be sure, 
landscape architecture is still a recent and limited 
profession, it is well established and certain of 
a definite future. In the census of 1920, 4,462 
landscape gardeners were listed, of whom 25 
were women. The Society of Landscape Archi- 
tects in its membership list of 1922 has 130 mem- 
bers, of whom 7 are women. 


To quote a recent bulletin of the Bureau of 
Vocational Information: “Women can only suc- 
ceed in the field when they recognize that a long 
period of preparation is required which involves 
continuous hard work and devotion. For the 
woman of ability who will secure the necessary 
technical training and experience, in addition to 
a broad cultural education, there is opportunity 
for a career in landscape architecture.” It is 

field fully as absorbing and remunerative as 
interior decorating, domestic architecture and 
any of the applied arts. 


To begin, artistic perceptions should be sup- 
plemented by a solid foundation of study along 
the lines of horticulture, engineering and archi- 
tectural design. 
and colleges, offering courses of from three to 
five years. The best of schools, however, do not 
aim to fit one immediately for independent 
practice, but rather for a period of office appren- 
ticeship and field work. 


Landscape architecture appeals not only to 
the young person seeking the right career—whose 
tastes are yet to be formed, and whose school 
and office work must be supplemented by a pro- 
longed period of field work, observation and 
travel—but to women of mature years, those of 
cultivated artistic ability, years of gardening 
experience, and the poise and judgment neces- 
sary to a fortunate business career. 








Though no calling can be adjudged successful 
unless it brings a measure of financial gain, even 
greater than this is the thrill of achievement 
which comes anew with every fresh problem; the 
solid gratification which comes from a sense of 
work well done; tangible growing results gained 
from years of patient supervision; and the in- 
creasing numbers of satisfied clients and friends 
which come with the passing years. 
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The Bureau lists fifteen schools ° 
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SHSESESSESSESSESESESEESSSOOS 


AMERICAN ACADEMY 


OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Founded by FRANKLIN A, SARGENT 


Since 1884 the Standard Institution of Dramatic 
and Expressional Training and Development 
of Personality for any calling in life 


New Winter Class Begins Jan. 15 


Extension Courses in Cooperation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 
Trustees: 


Daniel Frohman John Drew 
Augustus Thomas Benj. F. Roeder 


Illustrated Catalog of all Courses from 
Room 175-K, CARNEGIE HALL, New York 


FFFSFFFFSSFFSFFFFSFFSFFFFF 








SCHOOL de THEATRE 


rs 
George Arliss 
Elsie Ferguson 






Clare Tree Major 
Walter Hampden 
Ernest Truex Frank Craven 
Six months’ stock experience 
before graduation. Dancing—Fenc- 
ing — Voice development — Pan- 
tomime—Shakespeare, etc. 


a 
For Catalog address “*The I Yirector’’ 
1230 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


HELEN MOLLER 


Little Theatre for the Greek Dance 
Information regarding instruction and public 
recitals. Telephone Plaza 10172. Lexington 
Theatre, 51st St., New York. 

















oC wtlheatreSckals 


PERA 
DANCE ARTS 
|. 
43 WEST 72ST, 1 Sono 


The astonishing success of Alviene Graduates is 
due to masterful instruction, and the stage experi- 
ence afforded students of the Alviene Art Theatre, 
plus an ‘eminent faculty, headed by Mr. Alviene 
(HIMSELF), the famous Producer of Celebrated 
Artists, who has taught Mary Pickford, Alice Joyce, 
Annette Kellerman, ge Santley, Taylor Holmes, 
Dolly Sisters, Mary Miles Minter, Harry Pilcer, 
Laurette Taylor, Fred and Adele Astair, Mary 
Nash, Eleanor Painter, Florence Nash, Mabel 
Ballin and others. Write Sec. HARPER IRWIN, 
stating study desired. 














MASTER INSTITUTE 
OF UNITED ARTS 


MUSIC--. PAINTING---SCULPTURE 
ARCHITECTURE --- OPERA CLASS 
BALLET --- DRA - LECTURES 

“Te Open ‘the aor to Beauty” 
nd for Catalogue t 
310 RIVERSIDE DRIVE, NEW YORK CITY 


ee 

















CHALIF 


Russian School 
of DANCING 


Art 
Dancing 


“*I admire _your ener nd 
your work.’’ ---Anna f lewlowd. 
Catalog on Request 
163-165 W. 57th St., N.Y. 














. 
Denishawn 
Ruth St. Denis and Ted Shawn 
School of the Dance 
Write for booklet of information. 
= RTRU DE C. Moore, National Director 
27 West 28th Street, New York City 








; 7 Alexander 
Oumansk 


BALLET AND PRODUCTION 


Former Ballet Master of the Capitol 
Theater. panounese classes in bal- 
let, classic, and ali stage dancing. 


RUSSIAN BALLET SCHOOL 
110 West 47th Street, New York 
Tel. Bryant 9339 for particulars 















ADELAIDE & HUGHES 


Studio of Dance 
Classes for all classic dancing. Stage dances created. 
Amateur oe rformances staged. Children's Saturday 
classe ile ages—from Sept. 15th. Physical culture 
classes. Catalog. 45 West 57th St., Plaza 7635. 





SKYLAND SCHOOL OF DANCE 
(In New York—High above the Hudson) 
MARSHALL HALL—Director 
rere oY of Metropolitan Opera Co., ete 

ATOLE BOURMAN — Imperial 
Petrograd — Ballet Master, 
rand Theatre, New York. 
Distinetive Dancecraft for the Theatr: 
and Ball Room—Story Dancing for 
Children. Normal Course for Teachers. 
Booklet on request. 
The Chatsworth Roof 
72nd St. and Riverside Drive, N. Y. C. 
Tel. Endicott 1307. 


t he ~atre, 
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: ‘Professional Professional 
f. 3 Every Fashionably eal Woman e 

ia rofessional and Amateur 
xYi| 7 i tsigrsteaiaest ||! Costume Design 
; J I , a “Sten ° ° e 

; a Ee aE Millinery Design 
.. a an yr poof tp for beautifully b 

st ? wish, i gril be gent pares! 
_ FOSS eis hs A Fashion Illustration 
7 +4 ’ 20 Fifth Avenue 
> | BROWN’S SALON STUDIOS Now “York (i Instruction under personal direction 














DESIGNING and MILLINERY 


Dressmaking and Patte mn Cutting taught for whole- 
sale, retail or home use 
Call or write 
making 
No 


“Day 
for particulars. 
and Millinery School. 
58 West 40th St., 


McDowell Dre 


Branches. 


and Evening Classes 


'SS- 


Established 1876 
New York 
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| Particular Schools for Particular People are in Harper's Bazar 








Se ee ee a 


Sentenhenss. 


Professional 














of Emil Alvin Hartman. Limited 
enrollment. Call or write for full 
information. 


EMIL ALVIN HARTMAN 


4 East 53rd Street 1432 N. Broad Street 
New York City Philadelphia, Pa. 





THE SEELEY SCHOOL 


Interior Decoration 
Regular Fall term beginning September 20th. 
A daily course lasting 4 months; morning or 


eve tee session 
748 Madison Ain. .¥.C. Rhinelander 8165 























Professional Schools 


Are you thinking of studying Music, Art, Dancing, 
Costume Designing, Interior Decoration—any of 
the professions? Harper's Bazar School Bureau will 
help you find the rigat school. 





Che NEW YORK SCHOOL o 


INTERIOR DECORATION F 
IO PARK AVE -NEW YORK. CITY 


Correspondence Courses 
Complete instruction in period 
styles, color harmony, furniture 
arrangement, curtains, etc. Ama- 
teur and professional courses. 
Start at once. 

















N Y. Professional School of Interior Decoration 


H. Francis Winter, Director 
Actual Practical Training, Studios, Workshops, 
Laboratories & Visitati 
Quarterly C nee Send for "booklet. 
20 W. 46th St., N. Y. C West of Fifth Ave. 





WHERE YOUR ACADEMIC ART 
EDUCATION 1S DEFINITELY 
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DRAW/ING-- DESIGN: CARTOON 
ING- PAINTING-: COMMERCIAL 


DECORATION: COSTUME 
: DESIGN: FASHION DRAW- 
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Only International School of Interior Architec- 
ture, D and L 


NEW YORK SCHOOL OF FINE 
AND APPLIED ART 


Frank om Parsons, William Odom, 
ré q 




















The Art Students’ League of New York 


48th year. Classes in Life Drawing and Painting. 

Portrait, Still Life, Ulustration and Composition, 

Antique and Modeling. New School of Graphic 

Arts under gos , ie Pennell and Fred Goudy. 
Box 5 West 57th St., New Yo 








SCHOOL OF DESIGN 

AND LIBERAL ARTS 
212 West 59th St., N. ¥. C. 

INTERIOR DECORATION 

DESIGN : COSTUME : LIFE 

4 and 8 months’ intensive, practical courses 





BOSTON SCHOOL of INTERIOR DECORATION 
Correspondence C 4 
Course A—Professional Training Co 
Course B—Domestic Course. —fiow. to © Plan Your 
Own House. 
Enrollment limited—Write for Prospectus. 
Address P. O. 143, Boston (Copley Station), Mass. 


























Send for Catalog A | 








FLORENCE WILDE STUDIO 
OF ILLUSTRATION 


my aS 





FR ried ae courses. 


m7 en commercial illus- 


ration. Fash 6 months Draping, cutting, millinery. 
a Arts Saturday morning 
63 West 9th Street - = = = New York City 





Distinctive Millinery is the Mark 
of a Well Dressed Woman 


Learn to create your own exclusive styles in a 
thoroughly practical and well-e quippe school, 
ar the personal direction of an exper 

on of course permits fulhiling respon- 
sible lucrative positions. Day and Evening Classes. 
Booklet upon request. 


ADELAIDE MILLER STUDIO 


20 WEST FORTY-NINTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY = (Just off Fifth Avenue) 


SHORT-STORY WRITING 


A PRACTICAL forty-lesson course in 
the writing and marketing of the Short- 
Story taught by Dr. J. Berg nwein, 
Editor of The “writer's Monthly. 
puge catalog free. Please address: 

The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 19 Springfield, Mass. 


WOMEN! 
BECOME INDEPENDENT 


Improve your own appearance — 
learning to improve that of ot 


Become a member of this niahty respected pro- 
fession. Marinello graduates lead everywhere 
—are known and sought—earn $3,000 to 
$20,000 a year. Learn scientifically and 
thoroughly at the largest and best-equipped 





Dr. Esenwein 














. 7 : . schools of beauty culture in the country. 

iG ING ° HAN DICRA, FTP: EIS NEW YORK SCHOOL OF APPLIED Fall Classes now Forming Marinello teaches Facial and Scalp Treatments, 
Jénd for Descriptive Literature DESIGN FOR WOMEN COSTUME DESIGN Shampooing, Manicuring, Marcel oe, betes 

is ote Geiteen & N. ¥. Cit 32nd Courses by P. Clement Brown Waving, Hairdressing, Permanent Waving an 

ri- CulcaGo | ACADEMY of Fine Arts ere re ~~ ae Tee Are recognized by the exclusive Electrolysis. 

re, RZ, DANCTOR. Textile Designing, Fashion Drawing, Fifth Avenue shops as the standard Day and night classes, advanced and elemen- 

ne Poster and Commercial Art, Interior of highest proficiency. tary. Easy terms. Call or write for our School 

ae 8! East tr men St, Chicago, !Il- Decoration, Historic Ornament, Illus- Amateurs and professtonals Catalog. 

on. CLASSES THROUGHOUT THE YEAR. tration. Preparatory courses. brow N's SALON st vn 0 ves onan THE MARINELLO SYSTEM 

a \ ADVANCE ENROLLMENT NECESSARY Positions and orders filled. ‘aris oan anes Ley “mown 360B Fifth Avenue 806B Tower Court 
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Bazar? 


CHRISTMAS GIFT 


For $4.00, what more delightful gift could you give 
some friend than a year’s subscription to Harper’s 
. a reminder of you twelve times a year. 
A personal letter from the Editor will be sent to your 


others. 


O one has written better short 
stories for Harper’s Bazar than 
Mildred Cram—nor stories that have 
attracted wider 


announcing 


first—‘‘The Tide.” 


It is the story of a young woman, 
left penniless, 


say. 
something new in the way 
Cram has done it. 


Make sure of receiving all of “The 
besides Fashions, there are a number of unusual 
short stories coming by 
Also, a full year’s subscription costs 


story 


‘ One critic has compared “The 
attention. rere pois 
Tide” to Joseph MHergesheimer’s 
That is why we take such pleasure “Cytherea.” But instead of the dis- 





her new novel—her 


forced to make her 
life. Nothing new 


Yes, but 


in 
there is 


WHY NOT SUBSCRIBE TO 
HARPER’S BAZAR? 


Tide”—and, 


Leonard Merrick and 
P 


is 
clear eyes, with courageous honesty. 


integration of a man’s soul, 
Tide” presents the disintegration of 
a woman’s soul subjected to all the 
insidiousness of great wealth. 


“The Tide” 


guished work that you will 


presented frankly, with 


“The 
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Mildred appreciate. i; 
It begins in next Pd HARSOR'S 
Ne rel]; ole “Tins t Bie AZAR 
no Cinderella tale. The month’s Bazar. 4 eiitiin dais 
New York 


P You may enter my name 
for a year’s subscription to 

Harper's Bazar at $4.00. 

understand bill will follow. 
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friend just before Christmas stating that the subscrip- 
tion to Harper’s Bazar is a gift from you. 

















but $4.00 while twelve copies bought at 
the single-copy price cost $6.00. Won’t 


7 
Fg 


you fill in the coupon and mail it? 
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Following in the footsteps of other famous artists, Gigli naturally 
became a Victor artist to insure perfect reproduction of his voice. | 
Every one of the sixteen records he has made has been personally | 
approved by him before being issued. Among them are: 

Double-faced 


6139 $2.00 


Bo, 


Andrea Chénier—Un di all’ azzurro spazio 
Favorita—Spirto gentil 

Africana—O Paradiso! 

Faust—Salve, dimora 

Serenade 

a TE Santa Lucia Luntana 


GIGLI — Victor Artist 





f 
} 6138 2.00 
l 
f 


Because the Victrola and Victor Records only are equal to the task 
of perfectly reproducing her interpretations, Galli-Curci chose to be- 
come associated with the other great artists of the world who make 
records for the Victor. Her forty-nine numbers include: 


Double-faced 
Sonnambula—Ah! non credea mirarti 


\ 
Sonnambula—Come per me sereno if 6125 $2.00 
Traviata—Ah, fors’ é lui ) 
Rigoletto—Caro nome 7 6126 2.00 
Chanson Indoue eo 


Cog d’Or—Hymne au Soleil 


Every one of Elman’s seventy-one Victor Records is a reason why 
he is a Victor artist, for such absolute fidelity of reproduction can 
be secured through no other medium than the Victrola and Victor 
Records. Hear these selections from his Victor repertoire: 


Double-faced 
Thais—Meditation ) 
Cog d’Or—Hymn to the Sun { 6100 $2.00 
Humoresque . 
Serenade—Standchen s 6095 2.00 





ELMAN — Victor Artist 


The Victor Company originated the modern talking machine 
and was the first to offer the public high-class music by great artists. 
Victor Supremacy began then. It has been maintained by the con- 
tinuing patronage of the world’s greatest musicians and by the merit 
of Victor Products. 


In buying a talking machine, consider that you must choose the 
Victrola or something you hope will do as well and remember that 
the Victrola—the standard by which all are judged—costs no more. 


To be sure of Victor Products, see the following trade-marks— 
under the lid of every instrument and on the label of every record. 









Victrola No. 111 
Spring motor, $225 
Electric, $265 
Mahogany or walnut 
Other styles $25 to $150 


42ywictrola 


Sms master’s voce” LOOK under the lid and on the labels for these Victor trade-marks 
Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N. J. 








56th Year 


Number 2533 


NOVEMBER 
1923 


Winter Fashions Number 


SK 


ERTE’S description of this month’s cover 
translated from the French 


AZKA 


WIDE open window in a frame of carved 

and painted wood. A calm and monotonous 
life is passed behind this window; the only diver- 
sion of the inhabitants is to contemplate through 
the window the blue sky and the white clouds. And 
against the blue sky in white clouds is designed 
‘the Skazka,” the fantastic and unreal dream of 
the Russian stories—‘the Skazka,” that gilded 
fruit of the imagination and superstition. 

The melancholy and pensive head of the Skazska 
is coiffed with an enormous “ kokochnik” (diadem) 
in gold. Her body is covered with a large cloak 
of gold mixed with clouds, and in it is hidden all 
the dreams of the Russian soul. Here is a dragon, 
a formidable and terrible being ... here is 
‘* Bova-Korolevitch,” that fabled Russian Prince, 
who beats down the dragon with his little sword 

. here is an old sorceress who rides a broom- 
slick . here ts the mysterious bird,“ Syrinne”’ 
that bird-woman . here is the imperceptible 
“bird of fire” . here is Roussalka, the water 
of the Russian lore. What other visions are still 
hidden under the folds of this golden cloak! 


How to MAKE CHRISTMAS MERRIER 
HE holiday spirit pervades the December issue 
(the next) of Harper’s Bazar. In that number 
pages will appear devoted exclusively to new sug- 
gestions for Christmas gifts with an irresistible appeal 
to women and children, as well as to those that solve 
the ever difficult problem of desirable gifts for men. 
There will also be appropriate accessories and toys 
as gifts for pets, so that they, as well as man, may 
not be forgotten. Maids’ gifts and a variety of trifles, 
having some definite use, yet suitable in size to put 
in the Christmas stocking, will likewise be included, 
together with the latest appurtenances for bridge 
and Mah Jongg. ‘These articles may be purchased 
through Harper’s Bazar Personal Shopping Service 
Is 


THE NEXT 


Harper s Bazar is published monthly in the U. . _A. by the International Magazine Company, William Rs andolph Hearst, president; Cc. 


vice-president’ Joseph A, Moore, treasurer; C. 
and dependencies, $4.00 In ¢ anada, $5.00. 
subseription has expired it is best to renew it at once, 
first copy to reach you. Entered at the 


S 


e foreign countries, $6.00 
using the blank enclosed. 
New York Post Office as second-class mail matter. 


UE 


Copyright, 1023, 
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MRS. WILLIAM GREENOUGH 


Mrs. William Greenough is a distinguished member of the New 
York-Newport colony, whose daughter, Miss Beatrice Goelet 
Greenough, will be formally presented to society several seasons 
hence. Mrs. Greenough is the eldest daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 
Whitney Warren, Sr., and is a cousin of Lady Queenborough. 
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A débutante luncheon 
at Sherry’s. 


1923-1924 


A Few Words of Admonition and Advice With 
Certain Interesting Facts About the Family 
Traditions of Some of the Débutantes of To-day. 


By 
Who 


Dear Little Débutante: 
T THIS moment life is for you completely 
A roseate. The great world of society, so 
quizzical, so dazzling, so exigeant and so 
unutterably sophisticated, pauses indolently as you 
appear at its portal to make your first formal bow. 
You are inordinately petted, extravagantly con- 
gratulated on your achievement, showered with 
exhilarating compliments, urged on to conquest, 
yet not a single person, I am convinced, will have 
the hardihood to tell you that: quite unconsciously 
you have entered an alluring maze which will pre- 
sent, on exploration, as many blind walls and 
menacing pitfalls as it does romantic vistas and gay 
mise en scéne. I now proffer you certain sugges- 
tions, little uninitiate. Recall them at crucial hours. 

ForRTUNE Is Capricious 

NTIL this time you have had guardians, 
parents, tutors to say ‘“‘don’t”’ at certain fate- 
ful moments and “do” at others. These have 
trained you physically and mentally according to 


Mrs. 


Made 


Joun Kinc Van 


Her Bow to Knickerbocker Society 


their views for the social position you aim to occupy. 
Indeed, neither they nor you know just what that 
position wiH be. Your marriage may be a very 
brilliant one, and the carefree and luxurious enjoy- 
ments of your first season may be carried on in- 
definitely with unbroken continuity. But, again, 
you may elect to marry some sober parson and to 
assume the trying burden of pleasing his exacting 
parishioners, or a turn of Fortune’s fluent wheel 
may give you an impulse toward the incongruous 
enterprise of a career in the arts or professions. 

You will be forearmed against the caprices of the 
most fickle of goddesses, if you carry with you into 
her mysterious territory an equable philosophy of 
life, accepting with graceful optimism the gift she 
offers. Even though it should develop in time a 
forbidding aspect, it is the part of worldly as of 
idealistic wisdom to smile on. Unruffled poise in the 
face of a frowning or a smiling destiny—that 
exquisite self-respect which we call good-breeding 
exacts from us just this. 

The assumption on the part of the present genera- 


RENSSELAER 


in 1870 


tion that young girls of an older social order were 
too delicately lackadaisical for vigorous effort of any 
sort is deliciously diverting. One of the midsummer 
amusements of a young gir! of the seventies was to 
row her mother and aunt across the Hudson after 
dinner, dance through a hop at West Point, ard 
then row her chaperones back again to Garrison. 
ATHLETICS IN THE SEVENTIES 
HE jeunesse of that era did not wield golf sticks, 
it is true, but they handled bow and arrow with 
a strength and dexterity that Robin Hood himself 
would not have scorned. Is there a sport that is 
more gallantly graceful than this one?—a lovely girl, 
debonairly dressed in buff and Lincoln green, aiming 
and then releasing her arrow against a_back- 
ground of cultivated verdure. Can one wonder that 
the men of the seventies lost their hearts with 
chivalrous ardor? Many pretty formalities accom- 
panied the pastime: a gallery of spectators seated 
in basket chairs appreciated the endeavors of the 
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archers, tea braced them to further effort, and at 
the end the hostess presented the victrix with an 
enviable prize—a brooch in the form of a silver 
arrow, a belt buckle simulating a target, or some 
other clever conceit 

Accomplished equestriennes, no less than expert 
archeresses, were these latter Victorians. The 
cross-country hunt, with its bugles and packs, had 
not as yet been introduced here, but the daring 
Amazons of the day raced across fields, jumped 
fences, and leaped over brooks in their country 
rides with the same assurance that they displayed 
when posing decorously in Central Park. 
Indoors they challenged their fathers, 
brothers, and admirers to billiards, and 


it was not seldom that they triumphed. — 


Yet there were differences that leave 
you, I can not but feel, dear Débutante, 
the loser. 


WINTER PASTIMES 


N ACCOUNT of athletics in the 
seventies would be most incom- 
plete.were the raconteuse to omit all 
reference to the delightful amusements 
of winter time. The motorist or pe- 
destrian who to-day traverses the open 
space of the Plaza in New York City, 
with its grandiose Renaissance expres- 
sion and closely built surrounding areas, 
will learn with amazement that but || 
fifty years ago an ice skating rink oc- 
cupied the territory now covered by || 
the Hotel Savoy. The skaters || 
descended an embankment to reach 
the unroofed lake of ice, while their 
sleighs or carriages awaited them 
above, for the traffic autocrat was then 
unknown. 
The life of great cities has lost much 
in brilliancy with the passing of the 
horse. It was exhilarating in the 
depth of winter to fly up and down Fifth 
Avenue and through Central Park in 
a delicately constructed sleigh behind 
swift thoroughbreds, the air vibrant 
with bells and gay with bright plumes. 
But the law of compensation, with its 
usual affable justice, has offered con- 
solations; snow on a city street, so de- 
lightful an amusement for a few days, 
became later on a positive horror. 
The magical swiftness with which it is 
at present eliminated is an inestimable 
gain to comfort no less than to 
sanitation. 


FoRMAL FASHIONS 


A belle of the seventies was arrayed 
in gowns of marked formality, their 
beautiful lines accented by whale- 
bone and elasticed tie-backs. She 
seated herself, she rose, she moved with 
alertness tempered by reserve. The 
charm, the sublime common sense of 
the sports clothes of the moment are 
admired by no one more than by your 
elders; we lament that their wearers 
could not have retained the tempering 
reserve when discarding the whalebone - 
and elastic In the ultimate, it is 
subtle aloofness that enchants; no 
young girl gains lasting laurels who 
forgoes it. The grace of distinction is no less grace 
than the grace of abandon. 

As a dowager watches and listens to the young 
girls of the present, it amazes and pleases her to 
find them so like, rather than so dissimilar, to those 
of her season. The vital interests, the essentially 
feminine characteristics and foibles remain un- 
changed. It is the same with society. It seems to 
have expanded enormously, to have lost valuable 
elements, to have embraced undesirable ones, and 
yet it is still, as it ever has been, a most searching 


it 


sieve; in the final sifting please give heed to this, 
© Débutante) it sustains those only who possess 
the lighter as well as the greater qualities of the 
gods—high honor graciousness of thought, 


unshakable aplomb and a delicate sophistication 
But the outer form does most happily change, 
with results that are sometimes grotesque, some- 


times piquant, sometimes superbly admirable. Of 


these changes one can truly say that the social 
heterodoxy of yesterday is the social orthodoxy of 
to-day. The ball which will introduce you to 
the brilliant world that is to be your milieu will be 
given in one of the great hotels or restaurants of 
the city in which you live. Months in advance 
your parents will have entered into negotiations 
for the most desirable ball-room with its depen- 
dent foyer, anterooms, dressing-rooms, supper- 
room, and will, as well, have engaged two excellent 
orchestras that dancing need not for a moment 


cease. Professional singers and diseurs will beguile 
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corner of Fifth Avenue and Fourteenth Street there 
was great agitation. Was this move too dangerously 
radical?—it was asked. Certainly not, if it were in 
good taste, and if it were the suggestion of so dis- 
tinguished a Knickerbocker, it stood to reason, it 
could not be in bad. The two adjacent backyards 
of the two Delmonica houses that had formerly 
belonged to Mr. Grinell and Mr. Swarez were 
floored and roofed to form a ba!l-room. The supper 
was served in the old dining-room of the Grinell 
house, while the drawing-rooms next door, hung 
and furnished in blue, were opened for the guests 
as they arrived—the daring innovation 








before supper and the German after- 
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you throughout the supper hour. You will be dined 


and lunched and féted abroad, and in your own home 
elaborate festivities will be given for you as the 
season progresses. “A girl can not be introduced in 
these days for less than ten thousand dollars,”’ pro- 
tests a matron of moderate income. Four and five 
times that amount have been expended by modern 
plutocrats on the few months measuring from Novem- 
ber to April of a cherished daughter’s début year. 


A RADICAL CHANGE 


ESS financially expansive than this the balls 
that introduced the débutantes of the seventies 
were most delightfully given. Until the early 
seventies a young girl was presented always and 
invariably in her own home. When, therefore, an 
old New Yorker decided to give a coming-out party 
in the establishment of Charles Delmonico at the 
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| was accomplished. Animated waltzes 
| 

1] 


ward, and all to the entrancing airs from 

Offenbach’s operas bouffes and God- 
|| frey’s and Strauss’s inimitable strains, 
| were the diversions. The dresses of pale 
|| tulles, silks, and satins covered the slip- 
|| pered feet of the charming young buds 
and rustled off behind them in puffed, 
|| flounced and bustled trains. But their 
|| mirth was no less sincere than yours. 


BEFORE THE DAyYs oF 
RESTAURANTS 


OR years a ball in honor of a débu- 

tante remained the sole form of 
entertaining outside of a hostess’s own 
home. One’s roof should shelter one’s 
guests; one’s household servants, it 
was felt, should wait upon them, and 
to this day certain finely discriminating 
men and women still follow this mag- 
nificently dignified old custom. The 
simplest form of hospitality rendered 
in this manner has a charm and stateli- 
ness which are altogether irresistible. 

It is often said that New Yorkers are 
an extinct race, yet among this season’s 
débutantes are descendants of those 
notable families who settled Manhattan 
three hundred years ago. In the list is 
Miss Clara O. Barclay, daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Henry A. Barclay (the latter, 
Miss Rosalie X. Paul). The name Bar- 
clay recalls, among other distinguished 
forebears, Colonel David Barclay and 
his lovely wife, Lady Catherine Gordon, 
seven generations removed from their 
present youthful descendant. Miss 
Barclay’s grandmother, the daughter of 
John L. Wright, was one of the brides of 
1873 on whom the city’s interest was 
centered. 





REMINISCENCE 





ISS BERTHA, daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Harry Benkard will be 
|| presented this year and her name at 
|| once suggests to me her remarkably 
|| beautiful grandmother, Mrs. James 
| Benkard, who was before her marriage 
| Miss Fanny Gage Horton, of Boston. 
Miss Katharine H. Post, daughter of 
|| Mr. and Mrs. Allison Wright Post, is a 
1] 





connection of Miss Benkard. Her 
grandmother, who before her marriage 
was Miss Katharine Beekman, was the 
reigning belle of her débutante year; 
| her attractions remained with her 

——~ throughout her life. 

We find in the list of those who come out this 
year Miss Mary Keogh, daughter of Judge and 
Mrs. Martin J. Keogh. Miss Keogh’s mother, 
the daughter of Richard Stockton Emmet, bears 
a name dear to all Irishmen and greatly honored in 
New York where this branch of the family have 
made their home for generations. 

Miss Margaretta Stockton Delafield, daughter 
of Mr. and Mrs. Edward Codman Delafield, is 
another of this year’s débutantes whose name im- 
plies the noblest of revolutionary pedigrees, com- 
bining as it does a distinguished New Jersey with 
a famous New York family. 

Reminiscence is a beguiling pastime when one 
confronts such names as these, but I recall that my 
theme is the present and the future, rather than the 
past. This, then, is my final word: the world 
changes and yet it changes not. Dear Débutante, 
I felicitate both you and it. 
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Miss Charlotte Potter, daughter 
of William C. Potter, and grand- 
daughter of Mrs. Paul Morton, 
will take a consequential part 
in Me season’s débutante 
actives. Miss Potter is 
a sister of Miss Jean Potter. 
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Photographs by 
Campbell Studios 
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(Left) After passing several 
months abroad, Miss Clara O. 
Barclay, daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Henry A. Barclay, 
has returned to New York. 


Miss Barclay will be formally 


introduced during the winter. 
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(Left) As a foundation for 
this white crépe gown, Renée 
) . : § 

PARIS HAS used a straight chemise. Over 


it is worn a long rectangular 
scarf, fringed at the ends. 


REVIVED THE 


LONG FRINGE 


(Below) One usually associ- 
ates fringe with vivid scarlet 
and black; Callot made a 
fringed crépe gown, with a 
Spanish scarf, all in white. 

























Models on this page 
imported by 





HATTIE 
CARNEGIE 


(Left) Another one of 
the fringed gowns from 
the Callot collection was 
entirely black — heavy 
black crépe and heavy 
fringe, and very simple. 
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Long ago, Lanvin trained the te ee ae 
white rabbit to do what she he: ~ 
wished. Here it forms the : fe. ‘ 
collar, facing, and applied a B.. 
pocket of a black cloth coat. fs , 
. hed 3 BLACK AND 








Great flowers cut out of black (7) ag 2 \ Spas we dj T TE T 
velvet are applied to the white he ee fp , WHITE AND 
crépe bodice of this frock. . if mE pS ‘i . 40 

The skirt is of black velvet. x \ LANVIN’S ART 
It is most effective in design. 

















Pele he a's, , 
- ; sane a 
(6) @) The ‘“‘magpie” combina- 


lion is exquisite for eve- 








ning. Lanvin has made 
Sy ' : this simple ‘robe de style” 
Models on this page rf — of white taffeta, with the 
imported by : oa ey bertha yoke of black velvet 
embroidered in silver. 








FRANCES CLYNE PRR: pees 
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PARIS USES BLACK VELVET FOR 


HALF ITS VELVET GOWNS 


Lanvin, who has made several very lovely black and white costumes 
this season, uses black velvet for the close-fitting underbodice of this 
evening gown, and white velvet, embroidered with pearls, for the 
overdress. Itis as‘ Lanvin” as possible. Model from J. M. Gidding. 


The half-of-black-velvet-and-half-of-something-else gown is very 
good this season. This afternoon frock from Martial and Armand 
has a slim overblouse of decided Indo-Chinese feeling. It is of 
white velvet, embroidered with gold. Model from Meuller-Graves. 





In these half-and-half black velvet and another fabric frock, the black 
velvet is used as a foil for white or for color. This Patou frock has a 
blouse of silver brocade embroidered in color; the skirt is black velvet 
with a panel of embroidery. Model from Herman Patrick Tappé. 
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AND ALL BLACK VELVET FOR 


THE OTHER HALF 


This season there are just as many black velvet frocks as last season, but 
they are altogether new in feeling. This very simple Poiret evening gown 
has little epaulets of silver lace. Model from Herman Patrick Tappé. 


Groult loves this simple line, straight from shoulder to hem. The 
straight frock is of black velvet; the wide sleeves and collar are of heavy 
gold embroidery on blue silk. Model from Herman Patrick Tappé. 


This whole Chéruit gown has a wonderful movement, a certain swish of 
the tiered skirt and flare of the sleeves. On the skirt are ruffles of green 
taffeta edged with old-fashioned “ pinking.”’ Model from Jay-Thor pe. 


Deuillet uses black velvet to make a gallant frock, like the costume of a me- 
dieval page-boy. There arethelong tight sleeves and naive neck-line edged 
with silver lace, and the little cape. Model from Herman Patrick Tappé. 
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“Milly leaned 
back and looked 
up. “Tony, 
you're terribly 
clever... does 
Stella like vou 


to be clever?’” 








WHAT THEY DON’T KNOW 


A Story 


going 


NINCE Shiga’s it half after six of a lumi- 
nous evening in Cctober, the room had been 


& deserted It 


ness clotted in the corners, thinned to grayish webs 


vas almost nine now, and dark- 
before open windows and lay like a pool in the center 


darkness, suddenly, after one faint 


began to ring—with 





a_ telephone 


shrill insistence, with an eery, impatient clamor 
its urgency shattered the silence in long tin- 
gling strokes a stealthy tintinnabulation, a 
ysterious summons to some hidden need 
Eventually the hysteric trilling ceased—unan- 
vered nremarked Stillness came back, like 


shadow over shadow 

Stillness soft as interwoven jayers 
\t nine exactly, 
\ door opened 
Light 


woded the room from an inverted ivory bowl set in 


ind darkness 
of black gauze But not for long 
footsteps and smothered laughter 
suddenly here was the click of a switch 
the ceiling 


Immediately upon the heels of which, a womanish 


cry of objection 

lony—what a glare! All we need now are the 
trumpets! Isn't there a lamp?” 

Sorry!” said the man she called Tony and 
moved to the table near the fireplace, where stood 


not one lamp but two, orange-shaded and mellow 
He lighted both and returning to the door switched 
“That better? 


off the loftier illumination Let me 


1 


nave your cloal 


KAWN up against the wall in an attitude of 
apprehension, she wavered, 


flung off first a 


nymph-like 


laughed a little ner ous! . and 


of Innocent 


smartly rough gray coat, then a soft gray-feath- 
ered hat, revealing above the simplest of frocks 
a tea-rose face, made tender by two great dark 
eves. 

“There!” said a reluctant and whimsical whisper. 
“But, oh, Tony, I’m as nervous as a witch 
this is a mad thing to do!” 


‘“*Nonsense!’’ said Tony coolly. ‘‘Stop looking as 


if you might be going to scream for help. There’s 
the telephone over in the corner—police station is 
4203—a word will bring a dozen of the Finest, 


with night-sticks and automatics—ready to rescue 
you = 

“Tony—don’t be a glittering idiot!” 

“Oh—then don’t you want to be 

‘If I had—I shouldn’t have come!” 

“True, O Queen!” said Tony. He took her by 
the hand and installed her with a certain amount of 
ceremony in a corner of the big davenport between 
table and fireplace. After which, rather suddenly, 
he went on his knees beside her, put both arms 
around her and drew her startled lovely little face 
down to touch his own. Her silver-gold mop rested 
a breathless moment against his smooth dark head, 
her satiny cheek against his bronzed one before she 
pulled herself away. 

“Tony—you're crazy!” 

“Tt’s a wonderful state of mind,” he assured her. 
You know that yourself.” 
“Oh, do IT! You dreadful boy 
should see?”’ 

“Where have I heard that line before?”’ mur- 
mured Tony with graceless amusement. ‘‘ No, my 
child—let not your heart be troubled—we are alone 
at last! No one can see—because there’s no one to 


rescued?” 


suppose some one 


Deception 


see. I gave Shiga a night off before I left here this 
morning.” 

“Exactly like a play,” she sighed with exagger- 
ated satisfaction. ‘ 

“Exactly! This being the third act in which the 
heroine goes to the villain’s rooms at midnight—to 
recover her letters—not that any you ever wrote me 
would justify the expedition.” 

“Silly—did he want a sonnet to his eyebrow?” 

“Should have loved it—from you. Probably one 
reason why I never got it.” 

“T might send you a sequence, sometime 
Tony, get up! I’m sure I heard some one in the 
other room!” 


ONY arose with distinct grace and just the 
proper amount of reluctance. 

You are rather black-pantherish, Tony,” ob- 
served his guest unexpectedly. ‘Do you know, I 
think that’s why I noticed you first—night of 
Mac’s funny old party—remember?” 

Tony gloomed down upon her, suddenly, ardently 
sericus. ‘I remember every time I ever saw you 
every word you ever said to me—every look you ever 
gave me. Can you say as much—you know 
in your soul you can’t!” 

“T thought I came here to have my coffee 
erly made,” mourned a dove-like monotone. 
to tell my soul—and be scolded.” 

“Right-o!” said Tony and swung on his heel 
abruptly. 

It appeared in the next few moments that»-a 
percolator, two little Dresden cups, and sugar and 
cream in significant quantities waited ready upon a 
tray in a shadowy corner of the room. 
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prop- 
“Not 
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“**Good toast, eh?’ said Macgregor. 


“Rather sure I’d come . weren’t you, old 
dear?” suggested the mourning dove with a trace of 
annoyance. 

“T hoped—’” corrected Tony. “TI had Shiga leave 
it like this—just in the faintest hope. r 


HE percolator filled in an artful silence with the 
small asthmatic noises to which percolators are 
addicted. 

“Oh, well—” a long-drawn surrendering sigh, a 
flutter of charming hands. 

“Oh, well—” said Tony with delightful grimness, 
“to-night was our last chance, you know, unless 
you meant nothing at all of the few kind words 
you’ve let slip—I thought I rather had reason— 
to hope.” 

“Would you rather I were—a bad woman—or 
insincere?” 

“Good Lord—don’t use such language! Don't 
say you’re insincere—and you don’t have to be 
a bad woman—to care—a little . Milly!” 

“Especially since you care such a lot 
Tony!” 

“All right—laugh at me! I deserve it—for 
caring at all. One of the herd—the nine 
hundred and ninety-ninth—that’s about it, 
isn’t it?” 

“There’s something, somewhere—I’m sure 

about more rejoicing in Heaven over the 
ninety-and-ninth, isn’t there?” Milly in- 
quired innocently. “Is that what you mean?” 

“Don’t torture me!” said Tony rather low, 
and did something unessential to his coffee- 
machine. 

“If I were sure that I could . . .” she half 
whispered. 

“Ves—go on!” 

*Then—I wouldn’t.” 

Before the instant response in his Romany 
eyes she was up and off, drifting about, making 
airy comment, like a lady in a museum. “‘I 
rather like this room, Tony—is this where you 
work? Or do you ever work at home? Are 
these your books . and do you ever read 
them? Voltaire—oh, dear! Balzac—Turgen— 
I never could say it—Tolstoi—he wrote a 
frightfully wicked play about a woman called 
Anna something or other, didn’t he? I forget. 
Or was ita book? I remember she lay down on 


a railroad track, in the end—like the boy in the 
limerick. . . .” 

“Very like the boy in the limerick,” said Tony, 
grinning. He followed her, stood at her shoulder, 
rumpled her hair with lightly caressing fingers. 

“Tony—don’t! I’m being most intelligent .. . 
and you—disturb me. . . .” 

“Do I, Milly? Honestly—do I? 
that were true a 

“T had a marcel just to-day,’ 
proachfully. 

“Tt was your calm I had designs on, not your hair, 
Millicent.” 

“Qh, that!”’ She lifted a gentle smile. “TI don’t 
think I’m easily—upset, do you?” 

“No, I regretfully don’t,” said Tony. 

Pandora returned to her glancing inventory. 
“Heaps and heaps of sets—haven’t you? All alike. 
I loathe books in sets. Don’t tell me you’ve read 
all these—I sha'n’t believe you. You must have 


If I thought 


’ 


she assured him re- 





Stella, ‘Milly 


““Whatever happens,’ said 


and Tony mustn't suffer for our weakness. 


‘ Anybody like to break his glass, after drinking it?’”’ 


inherited them—or bought them at an auction— 
somebody’s library 

He interrupted her briefly: 
most of ’em are Stella’s.” 

“Oh!” said Milly and drew back as if something 
had stung her. 

“Used to belong to her father. 
I don’t.” i 

“T see,” said Milly. 


“Matter of fact— 


She reads ’em. 


HE added in a curiously altered tone: “‘Isn’t the 
coffee ready yet—I believe you’ve forgotten it.” 
“Not in a hurry, are you?” asked Tony, strolling 
back to his task. He watched her come to rest 
before Zorn’s “‘ Bathers,” just beyond the bookcases. 
“Yes, I am—rather. I can’t stay too long, you 
know. I really shouldn’t be here at all—should I?” 

“Shouldn't you?” 
“Tony—I hate you when you're like this! You 
know it was reckless, our coming out here—my com- 
ing with you, I mean—only, you wanted me 

to. a 

“The woman who couldn’t say no!” he 
taunted pleasantly. 

Then he poured her coffee and took it to her, 
kissed the hand she put out to take the little 
cup. “Are we going to quarrel—on our last 
evening?” 

“We'd 
evening.” 

“If we were always together—I dare say. 
However, that’s no reason why we should ruin 
the few little moments we've got left, is it, 
Milly?” 

“Few!” She laughed deliciously. “* Every 
evening this week—and you've been twice to 
tea. I can see neighborly heads wagging every 
time [ cross the street.” 

He drew her over to a big chair under a 
reading lamp, obviously his own especial 
haunt. “Come and sit down—you look ready 
to run. I don’t like it! How is your coffee?” 

“Perfect, thank you, Tony!’ 

“Like the way I make it?” 

“It’s wonderful 

“So you can make it for Edward's break- 


always quarrel...on any 


you must show me how.” 


fast?” 
*Tony—that’s horrid of you!” 
“Sorry!” said Tony, (Continued on page 102) 
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THE CREEK GOLF COURSE AT LOCUST VALLEY 
LONG ISLAND’S NEWEST COUNTRY CLUB 


The Creek, recently opened, though uncompleted, will make it possible for 
a member to anchor his yacht near the golf course, enjoy his game and 
leave without motoring through crowded highways. The course has 
been laid out on the former Cravath estate, with an extensive beach and 
bath-houses. The clubhouse reflecis the intimate atmosphere of a country 
house rather than a club. Clarence H. Mackay is president, with 
J. Pierpont Morgan and Frank Longfellow Crocker, vice-presidents ; 
Harvey D. Gibson, treasurer, and Marshall Field, secretary. 
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Mrs. John Sanford ss \ 
and her two daugh- Ee} a , iach : NEW 
ters, the Misses Ci < c ge ¢ ; 

Sarah Jane and at | } 

Gertrude, were seen = y «ff AT THE POLO 
at Meadowbrook for a 


the polo matches. ae i SS pe MATCHES 
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Mrs. Roderick Tower Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney Mrs. O. H. P. Belmont and Colonel Jacques Balsan Mme. Jacques Balsan 





Miss Genevieve 
Clendenin and 
Mrs. Martin B. 
Saportas going 

















to the matches. 


Mrs. William K. 
Dick and Lord 
Fermoy on their 
wav tothe stands. 





























HARPER’S BAZAR 





















































OS Foe a ee 








1923 


NOVEMBER 


for 





Worth makes some of the most beautiful fans in Paris. 





Not only 








beautiful, but new in feeling and atmosphere. This one, shooting out long 
comet tails of turquoise blue, is made to be worn with a matching gown. 


A FEW WELL-CHOSEN “DON’TS” 


oo rue de Varenne, Paris. 

“ O, MADAM, you must not—” became 

Neve a habit, while a certain young woman 

was in Paris recently. She happened to be 

British born and a genuine, though distant, relative 

of mine. Most of her life has been spent in a city 

west of Chicago, and however much town-bred, she 

enables me to boast of at least one typical “‘ country 
cousin.” 

On her first visit to Paris, lured by what she 
called “my cousin’s ripping letters to Harper's 
Bazar,’ she expected to become a full-fledged 
“Parisienne.’”’ My task was very trying. I seemed 
to say “don’t” most of the time, or “you must 
not.” I got so used to this that I now almost feel 
like treating Harper’s Bazar as I did my cousin. 


>? 


A Few “Don'ts 


NYWAY, a few of the ‘‘don’ts’’ might prove of 
benefit to some of my readers, for my cousin 
Angela is, after all, not the only seeker after elegance 
come to Paris from the “‘ Middle West.” 
Here are some of the things I told her, just as 
they occur to me: 
You must not, while in Paris, wear your home- 
town mentality. 
You must not think that because it is not done 
at home, it is not to be done anywhere. 


Baron de Meyer Gives us in This 


Article an Interésting Répétition 


Générale of the Niceties of Dress 


You must not believe that adapting “home” to 
Paris is more advantageous than adapting Paris 
to home. 

You must not believe that because real French 
models are less elaborate in Paris than those seen 
in the big department stores in America they are 
less smart. They are smarter! 

You must not think that three weeks at the Ritz, 
orders placed at Callot’s and other well-established 
firms, a glimpse of life at the “Folies Bergéres’”’ and 
of Parisian elegance at Ciro’s have initiated you to 
the mysteries of Parisian dressing. 

You must not think that exceptionally good dress- 
ing is met with often, even in Paris. The excep- 
tionally perfect is rare in every country. 

You must not think that after returning home, 
with trunkfuls of new models from Paris, you are 
well dressed, as a matter of course. It depends on 
how you wear your clothes. Paris has pitfalls; 
there are models in every house which must be 
carefully avoided. 

You must not consider it impossible to eventually 
be as well dressed as the smartest woman you have 
seen in Paris. Being an American, you can achieve 
it, if you have an open mind and an observant eye. 
If you notice the right details on every smart woman 
you meet and adapt them; if you are imitative in 
the right sense and discard instantly and without 


FROM PARIS 


a murmur your costliest mistakes; if you have in- 
stinctive and intuitive taste; in fact, if you have but 
one aim and thought—to succeed; if, after several 
consecutive seasons of incessant labor, you are still 
able to bear the sight of clothes, you will have a 
chance of being considered well dressed by the 
women you know. 

You must not be prejudiced against new fashions 
unless you have tried them. You might, otherwise, 
eventually be out of fashion. 

You must not cling to last year’s styles because 
they happened to be becoming last year. They 
won’t be so this year, just because they are no 
longer in fashion. The eye rejects what it is no more 
accustomed to. Fashion is only a habit, a short- 
lived one, but a habit. 


FASHION Is A HABIT 


OU must not think that because you wear a good 
gown you achieve elegance—unless combined 
with the right coat, hat, hose, shoes, gloves, bag, 
and jewels. These are of equal importance. Ele- 
gance is a matter of detail and ensemble. There is 
a vast difference between being smart, elegant, or 
merely clothed. 
You must not think that because you have smart 
gowns and wear a different one every day, you are 

















Worth uses the tubular silhouette for evening for a frock 
of shell pink crépe de Chine and gives it a slight circular 
flare at the bottom, where it is weighted by a band of gray 
fur. Over the entire gown is a delicate embroidery of pearls 
and diamonds, and with it ropes of pearls are worn. 
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elegant. The woman possessing but one good and 
complete ensemble will be considered far better 
dressed. 

You must not sit in front of a mirror, and fancy 
you look like a Botticelli or a Gainsborough and 
dress accordingly. If either of these painters lived 
now, they would be sure to consider you demodé. 
They would paint women in smart and modern 
clothes. 

You must not think that to look grande dame you 
must always be seen wearing conservative gowns. 
A really distinguished-looking woman shows her 
breeding in any kind of clothes, but, like any 
ordinary mortal, looks her best when dressed 
fashionably. 

You must not buy eccentric models. You will 
hardly ever see a really well-dressed woman wearing 
them. 

You must not travel in street clothes made of silk 
or satin, nor wear patent-leather shoes with paste 
buckles on a train. Only tweeds or serges and 
brown leather or gray suéde shoes are permissible. 
Simplicity on train or shipboard is synonymous 
with smartness. 

You must not be seen wearing formal clothes when 
caught in the city unawares at the unfashionable 
time of the year. In a tailored suit or in sports 
clothes, you must convey the impression that you 
are only passing through on your way from one 
fashionable resort to the next. 

You must not imagine that two evening wraps will 
suffice for your six evening dresses. You will require 
six evening wraps, as nowadays each gown will need 
its coat to harmonize. 

You must not believe in the much heralded full 
skirts. They are not worn at all. In fact, the sil- 
houette is narrower than last season. The dis- 
tended skirt is dead. 

You must not think that the unrelieved black of a 
few seasons ago is still smart. It is not, nor must 
you wear black moire and imagine you look young, 
for it is aging. 


HATS AND COLORS 


OU must not imagine that brown is still the 
dowdy color it used to be, for brown, since a 
year ago, is smarter than black. 

You must not walk into a milliner’s shop and be 
fascinated by the hats perched on the stands 
They are meant to lure country cousins. Your hat 
must be specially made by an expert and fitted on 
your head, more carefully than a modern gown. 
Remember, your looks depend on your hat. 

You must not wear your hat pushed back from 
your forehead showing bewitching curls. Even if 
more becoming it is not smart, and you must never 
hesitate between the two adjectives. Your hat 
must be jammed down, enclosing your ears. It is 
immaterial if these are crushed and sore. “ Pour étre 
belle, il faut souffrir!” 


SpoTTED VEILts ARE PASsE 


7OU must not wear spotted veils, tightly drawn 

over your face. They belong to the dowagers of the 
past. Nor must you wear draped lace veils unless 
your face is very young. They have a tendency to 
age one. 

You must not wear gray hose with a black gown. 
Beige rose is indispensable. 

You must not wear shoes with innumerable straps. 
They have become decidedly vulgar. 

You must not wear red, green, or violet leather 
shoes with dark serge day gowns. However smart 
they may be considered elsewhere, they are only 
worn by tourists in Paris. 

You must not indulge in the new embroidered 
gloves. They are not worn by anyone who knows 
better. 

You must not—“ Really it is getting to be quite 
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a joke,” I hear my sophisticated readers saying. 
“Most of your don’ts are very obvious, and though 
probably well chosen, for your cousin Angela, they 
do not interest us in the least.” Quiteso! Ishall 
therefore not tell you of any others. 

Angela, however, though she followed my advice 
to a great extent, attempted to counteract my many 
‘“‘don’ts”’ by some ‘‘you shoulds” and even “you 
musts” of her own. As, for instance, “You must 
take me to Lenief’s and te Mrs. Jo Davidson’s, and 
you must show me the Russian establishment run 
by Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt for charitable purposes. 
She is its leading spirit and its president. You 
must also, at last, show me picturesque gowns, for 
I am heartily tired of your everlasting simplicity. 
Please take me to Myrbor’s, a place I have heard so 
much about. You also promised to choose a hat 
for me, and that much-needed fur coat. So sacrifice 
yourself, just once more, and take me to Reboux 
and to Max.” 

I very humbly replied that I would, for I can’t 
bear being severely spoken to. 


CuEez LENIEF 


WE STARTED with Lenief, one of Poiret’s 
disciples. He certainly has a personality, 
which sets him ahead of any others. His models 
unite good taste, beauty, and common sense. Smart 
dressmaking is here combined with practical use, for 
picturesque clothes may express a form of art, but 
deserve even higher praise when into the bargain 
they are comfortable and wearable. The one is too 
often sacrificed to the other. Lenief’s models are 
not eccentric, but are decidedly smart. 

On entering the establishment, I was delighted 
to be greeted by Germaine, for eighteen years at 
Poiret’s, and now a partner in this new firm. 

For evening gowns, Lenief leans toward metallic 
effects and brocaded tissues of gold and silver. 
Some of the dresses are very elaborate, though quite 
youthful in line. He combines velvets with much 
fur, and with magnificent embroideries. His day 
gowns, suits, and coats are built for the long slender 
silhouette, and are particularly well cut. 

A black velvet coat with winglike side panels is 
trimmed with black and white skunk. It has re- 
mained in my mind as a very successful garment. 
Another black coat has a wide skirt-like band, reach- 
ing from waist to hem, of yellow fur, evidently some 
sort of mink of uncertain ancestry, quite new and 
effective. This coat is worn with a black cloth 
skirt and a very elaborately embroidered tissue 
blouse. 

A dinner gown is composed of black and jade-green 
velvet, the black upper part heavily embroidered in a 
large decorative design of rhinestones. A very long 
evening cape of black and gold brocade struck me 
as unusual. It was banded horizontally all the way 
down with strips of black fox. 


THREE Gowns IN ONE 


UR next visit was to Mrs. Jo Davidson, the wife 
of the famous sculptor. Yvonne Davidson is a 
woman of taste and culture, an artist born. The 
universal and very modern desire to express oneself 
has taken hold of her, and she has started a maison 
de couture in Paris, away from the shopping district 
and busy center. This requires courage, energy 
and perseverance. At the beginning she used to cut 
her own materials and fit the gowns herself, mostly 
on friends, such as Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney, for 
instance. Gradually she gained recognition and is 
now at the head of a still small but already very well- 
known and individual establishment. 

The French point of view, of implicitly following 
standardized lines, is entirely absent in this house. 
Originality of design and invention of cut are Yvonne 
Davidson’s strong points. She is wise to make a 
feature of these. It is (Continued on page 53) 
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Lenief has made this evening wrap as gorgeous as possible, 
with black and gold brocade, and row upon row of black fur. 
This may be worn as part of a costume complete over a black 
or a gold gown. This season a wrap must have at least a 
“feeling” in common with the gown over which it is worn. 
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Few gowns this season are as dramatic as this from 
Drecoll. It has varied so decidedly from the-mere- 
slip-of-a-chemise with a-bit-of-drapery that Paris 
has clung to. It is of black satin swathed closely and 
embroidered with rhinestones, and there is a train. 
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No one in the world but Poiret would have don 
this; it is of midnight blue velvet, printed with 
rose and green, with a great cape-collar of black 
velvet, trimmed with a band of gray marabou. 





her big chance of success. Her most popular model, 
entirely new and very delightful, lends itself to 
varied interpretations. ‘“‘The three gowns in one, 
or the one gown in three” is what this model should 
be called. It is devoid of fastenings or buttons. 
It wraps around the figure and is tied, producing 
a long, slender silhouette of black, of gray, or of 
coral. 

The three gowns are cut like open coats, reminis- 
cent of Japanese kimonos, all three alike, of crépe 
romain, in different colors, worn together and cov- 
ering each other completely. The different colors 
are only revealed through motion and by the differ- 
ent ties, made into bows, the gown’s only trimming. 
Mrs. Davidson also showed me her latest interpre- 
tation of the same idea, carried out in tones of beige 
and black, with flounced skirt effects. 


THE IMPERIAL SHOPS 


HE ‘Imperial Shops” are a Russian enterprise 

with an American president, Mrs. W. K. Van- 
derbilt, and Princess Yousoupoff as vice-president. 
This establishment gives employment to Russian 
refugees. The proceeds relieve them. I do not 
mention this place because of its charitable purpose 
but because of the clever clothes, especially dressing- 
gowns and dressing-suits for ladies, designed in this 
establishment. These original garments are much 
worn by the smart women in Paris. Until I had 
been at the Lido I had not actually seen many of 
them, but at that resort every elegant woman ap- 





pearing at luncheon in the beach restaurant seemed 
to be wearing a garment designed and executed at 
the “‘Imperial.’’ I was glad Angela had suggested 
our going to see this place. 

The models are mostly inspired by the shapes 
worn by men, only glorified and elaborated. Very 
lovely is a Nattier blue taffeta wrapper, with facings, 
pockets and scalloped edges of antique cretonne 
boasting of a pattern of crimson roses on a cream 
ground. The gown is lined in crimson silk. A 
dressing-gown of royal blue taffeta has decorations 
onapeach lining. Antique bits of chintz and “ toiles 
de Jouy”’ with landscape patterns are made up into 
fascinating gowns, and even into cloche hats. 

There is any amount of trouble taken by the 
directors. While we were in the establishment, 
Mrs. Vanderbilt happened to be on the premises, 
giving her instructions to the various Russian 
vendeuses. I am told that the charitable efforts of 
this very generous American lady are immensely 
appreciated in Russian circles in Paris. 


RATHER SMART THAN ARTY 


THINK I have spoken of Myrbor before, but as I 

had not seen their models for quite a while I was 
glad Angela, bored by the uniformity of Paris 
fashions, had insisted on our going there. There is 
fortunately no collection to sit through at Myrbor’s. 
They work for individual clients and I was quite 
surprised to hear of the numerous American cus- 
tomers who patronize this “shrine of art.’ Most 
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of these are well-known women, who are smart but 
do not generally incline toward artistic dressing. 
However, since I was at Myrbor’s, some time ago, 
their models have undergone a distinct modification. 
Simplicity of line is now the keynote of the estab- 
lishment, the very individual art note given by the 
Broderies alone. 

These embroideries are distinct from any other 
embroidery in Paris, or, in fact, anywhere else in the 
world. They are made in Algiers. Materials cut 
and sent from Paris every day are covered with 
handwork in the native workshops, and returned to 
Myrbor’s. The designs are futuristic interpretations 
of Arabian patterns, a combination quite unique and 
extraordinarily successful. 


Myrspor Uses Lovety Detraltl 


HE keynote of the house is given by a black 
charmeuse gown, their most successful model of 
the year. In some instances, this model is copied in 
white, rose, mauve, in fact in any color, but it does 
look best in black, as it is a good background for the 
modern and fantastic tlowers which, cut out in vari 
ously shaped bits of silk, form petals, large and 
small, in every color imaginable, sewed on with 
infinite trouble to form a beautiful floral design 
Another very lovely gown is made of soft white 
satin, straight and plain, the material covered with 
Arabic patterns of gold and silver threads. The 
distinction of such a gown is quite surprising 
Fine and original (Concluded on page 100) 
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(Above, left) Callot added, to a straight, absolutely 
plain black moire coat, banded with black caracul, a long 
scar} of moire with wide fur ends. The scarf is, of 
course, the most important part of this smart coat. 


(Above) This suit is rather unusual for Callot: all 
one recognizes is the simplicity of this house. It is 
of beige Rodier fabric, with edging and collar of 
leopard. The coat has a cape that also forms its sleeves. 


(Above, right) Poiret makes this street suit look like a 
street frock. It is of black velvet, edged with flying 
squirrel and embroidery. The silhouette is unusually 
good, with its long tight sleeves and flared cuffs. 


(Right) The costume complete 1dea is securing so 
much attention from the couturiers that new ideas 
about it appear in every collection. This plum-colored 
velvet frock, from Poiret, has a quaint cape of moleskin. 
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(Upper, left) Green plaided cloth and 
green cloth and black Persian lamb are 
combined, by the hand of Callot, to 
make a three-piece costume that could 
be used for sports or town wear. 








(Left) Another lovely wrap to be 
worn as part of a costume complete is 
from Brandt. It is of cloth, patterned 
with disks of black and brown shoe 
polish braid sewn to look like the fabric. 
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COAT FOR THE STREET 








(Middle) The Patou coat that flares at 
the bottom, with a decidedly Persian 
line, is one of the best silhouettes this 







season. This is amber-colored velvet, 





embroidered in metal thread and colors. 










(Above, right) Very gay and oriental, 
but as simple as Paris demands, is a 
Patou three-piece costume. The frock 
underneath is a straight chemise of red 
and black crépe with gold embroidery. 
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Lanvin uses colored embroidery on a Another Lanvin frock of dark blue crépe ee 
putty-colored “robe de style.” It has Beauvais embroidery around the ; 
blends delicately into the fabric. neck and in flower motifs down the front. T 
) ’ , > . : ee — on a . . 
PARIS EMBROIDERS EVERYTHING IT CAN 
LAY ITS DEFT NEEDLE TO 
NSTEAD of being passé, embroidery is becoming more exquisite, more For the costume 
; " " ‘ f , Pe . ~ ix is <j os « is > ; > , . 
intricate and carefully designed. Pari is using Beauvais embroidery, complete Groult uses F 
the embroidery that is made with a fine “chain-stitch,” both by hand and eueleniveiieechell A 
° ° 2 ° . ° ee : 4 008 € 0 TV 00 
by astonishingly fine machine stitching, on many of its excessively smart models. Ns weak : , 
Groult has used this embroidery for years, and has made costumes that are of on a black crépe 
no particular mode, but classics in design and color, stitched with this gown and shawl. 
embroidery ‘ 
THe EmBROIDERED CostuME COMPLETE 
ANVIN uses it this season ona lovely “ robe de style”’ of putty-colored taffeta 
shown above. The embroidery is in delicate colors that melt into the 5 
soft background of the taffeta. The costume complete idea, that all Paris is t 
carrying out consistently now, is developed in this gown by having a little ? 
putty-colored handkerchief, with matching Beauvais embroidery, to be worn a; “i 3 
wm. * . . . . , f“e Z 
as a head-dress. This, incidentally, is a very helpful bit when one’s locks have s 
o . o 
been shorn not wisely, but too well. Mode!s imported by by 
) ri oe 


Another costume complete for evening has this embroidery as the common 
factor between the “pieces” that constitute the costume. It is an evening 
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Lanvin embroiders one of her new 
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simple lamé tissue blouses with a large 


motif in a 


colored Beauvais 


stitch. 





A huge square of heavy white crépe 
from Groult is vividly embroidered form, are embroidered on the 
with the favored Beauvais stitch. 


gown of black crépe shown at the lower right, on 
opposite page, and a heavily fringed scarf made like a 
Spanish shawl to wear with it. On this costume 
the embroidery is done in the Beauvais stitch, in 
coarse wool, very gaily colored. It is a smart 
costume that dares to be picturesque. 


EMBROIDERED IN METAL 


ROULT has made another evening gown lovely 

with this Beauvais embroidery. A gown of 
cerise crépe, spotted with large primitive flowers, 
embroidered on solidly in silver. 

Small things, such as scarfs, blouses, gloves, 
handkerchiefs and even umbrellas, are embroidered 
in this manner, never heavily but in such a way that 
the embroidery seems part of the fabric. At the 
lower left is a lamé tissue blouse designed by Lanvin, 
with the Beauvais embroidery done in color. 

But if you are partial to any other sort of embroi- 
dery, you will undoubtedly find that used in the 
French collections, too, because almost al! types of 
embroidery are. The tubular frocks on page eighty- 
one suggest a Chinese design in gold paillettes and 
red coral, and appliqué motifs in gay-colored vel- 
vet on black crépe. 


Heavy silver flowers, primitive in 


cerise color of a chemise frock. 




















One of the new rectangular scarfs that 
Paris now wears ts of black kasha 
cloth, embroidered in very bright silk. 


Models imported by 
FRANCES CLYNE 








a ce 





LN AR GRR Rem 


a 


STROEVA 


HARPER’S BAZAR 








4 
4 
4 
4 
, 
BS i 
is. 
if: 
S 
; 
Ge 
S 
pe 
Bn, 
be 
ig 
! 
d 
4 
, 
4 
H 
| 
{ 
4 


ee ell 8 u dwn s nak oie 
Pach Brothers 


in a man’s black dinner coat and tight straight skirt. Now 


she managed her own theater in Moscow, but. like many 


women of noble birth, Dora Stroeva was forced to flee she sings in the Music Box Revue 





two sad songs, and one 


is a little sad, too—minor songs, 
which she sings with her almost-no-voice-at-all, mixed with 
so great an art that you realize that she uses her voice as 
something outside of herself—an instrument upon which to play. 


singing her Gypsy songs 
short-clipped blue-black hair brushed straight back 
slender body dressed 
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Rather Shocking 
Perhaps 
But, My Dear, 
Very Funny 


THE GREENWICH VILLAGE 


By O’MaALLeEy 


bounced up from his—yes, and her—boule- 

vard tin table and craved to come along, once 
word had flashed across France that I was about to 
head a scientific expedition in search of sin in the 
Greenwich Village of Paris. 

“Oh, va!” I cried lightly, speaking French. 
“But bring no daughters, men, unless they’re 
married. There’s rough work ahead, mates! 
Meet me, everybody, promptly at six o’clock 
to-night.” 

“Where?” 

“Eiffel Tower, fourth nut from the top.” 

Quick thinking, that, even if I do say it, who 
should. Any Paris guide-book will tell you that 
there are 2,500,000 iron nuts holding the Eiffel 
Tower together. Most men and all women weaken 
before reaching the timber line, which is below the 
two-millionth nut. 

My scheme for cutting out at least two or three 
divisions of the parade that I was to lead into the 
heart of the Latin Quarter worked well, although 
not in the way I had expected. They were all 
waiting for me—men, women, and children—up 
at the fourth nut long before six o’clock. When I 
reached the tower, half an hour late, I learned that 
the elevator mechanism had cracked under the 
strain and quit a few minutes after six. This left 
my parade separated for the night from their beds 


| un other American in’the French capital 





Being hurriedly but obsequiously 
conducted past the backs of the 
poorly dressed marketmen at the bars. 


i 


Ww, MBIA €4a/ 


FRANK WARD 
Illustrated by Wallace Morgan 


and me by a vertical distance of two million, four 
hundred and ninety-nine thousand, nine hundred 
and ninety-six nuts. 

I was quite alone, therefore, when I climbed into 
one of the town’s toy red taxicabs, at the foot of the 
tower, and started east and south toward the Latin 
Quarter and a night of sin. Immediately, even 
before sunset, I went wrong, although not morally. 
I mean that all the time that the tiny red taxi was 
bouncing and blatting in a general southerly direc- 
tion between the tree-arched gray walls of the 
Boulevard St. Germain or along the Boul’ Mich’, 
searching for the Greenwich Village of Paris all over 
the Quarter, the taxi should have been on the other 
side of the river and bouncing and blatting north- 
ward, or in almost an exactly opposite direction. 


I IN my first-tripper ignorance, had taken it for 
» granted that certainly in the Latin Quarter 
I should find the Café of the Dog Who Smokes, 
Nelly’s, the Smiling Pig, the Gentle Papa, the 
Cursing Cockatoo, M. Lou Hausman’s Café of the 
Rabbit who Married a Wife—not only these Green- 
wich-Villagey sounding centers of estheticism, but 
also the mightier Moulin Rouge, Zelli’s, ’ Abbaye, 
everything. None of these, however, was in the 
Latin Quarter at all. Nowhere in the Quarter, so 
far as I could see on that first excursion, was there 
anything that bulged from the beatitudes. 











OF PARIS 


It was only after hours of religiously hunting for 
grievous sin the length and breadth of the Quarter 
that I learned the bad news. The Greenwich 
Village of Paris has moved! 

Disappointed? Why, it had been only a few 
hours earlier that a shocked American lady had 
fired me with desire by describing the orgies she 
had witnessed—absolutely against her will—the 
night before while seated for some hours at a table 
in one of the Parisian Greenwich Village’s world- 
famous dance halls. 

“Tt was unbelievable!” the shocked lady had 
cried. ‘It was the most brazen exhibition, that 
ballet, the most revolting, the—the— Do you 
speak French?” 

“Yes,” I answered modestly. 
and ‘Chianti,’ and—” 

“Enough!” cried the shocked lady, before I 
could tell her my third word, “Louvre.” ‘“‘ Enough! 
To lapse into French, it was ter-ree-bl’!”’ 

Well, if that meant what I thought it did, I felt 
it my duty to see all, being a writer. One must live! 
And so, in time, I found the Greenwich Village of 
Paris far to the north of the Quarter, glistening 
high and undry along the eaves of Montmartre. 
I can’t tell about it, especially in a clean, family 
publication such as this. But in my humble way 
I can try. 

Before climbing Mont- (Continued on page 110) 





“T know ‘garage,’ 
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Charlotte Fairchild 


MRS. MARCUS DALY, JUNIOR 


and her young son, Marcus Daiy, third. Mrs. Daly, whois a 
sister-in-law of the Countess Anton Sigray and Mrs. James 
Watson Gerard, is spending the autumn in London and the 
Continental capitals. Early in the season Mrs. Daly will 
return to New York to occupy her apartment on Fifth Avenue. 
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A PORTFOLIO OF THE SIX FAVORED 
SILHOUETTES OF THE SEASON 


Four variations of the straight-line silhouette 


and two entirely different outlines are shown 


for the coming season, so that though the mode 


is not radically new, it has great variety. 


HE straight silhouette has 

' been established for the mod- 

ern woman as firmly as the 

Empire gown was for the Napoleonic 

régime or the pannier frock for the 

reign of Marie Antoinette. We shall 

have a period gown of our own and shall be shown 

in the costume books and histories quaintly garbed 

in a slim, short frock. The last period style of 

which we are definitely conscious is the bustle gown 

of 1870. After that followed the tight waist, bell 

skirt, and leg-o’-mutton sleeve, but somehow that 

style is not yet far enough removed nor quaint 

enough to have a period flavor for us. From that, 

gradually enough, developed the straight gown—in 
its basic form, the chemise frock. 

We may drape it this way and that, add circular 
flounces, tiers, aprons, wings, and capes, remove 
the belt, impose a full overskirt—it nonetheless is 
essentially a straight, slim silhouette. 

Our Own Historic SILHOUETTE 
oo variations of this silhouette, variously de- 

scribed as the tiered, tubular, floating,and chemise, 
are displayed in this portfolio. In addition, we have 
first, the dress that is flat in the back and full in the 
front, giving a silhouette straight from one view- 
point only, but not sufficiently different from the 
chemise frock to constitute a mode in itself; and 
second, the bouffant dress—which is little worn and 
is really merely our compliment to a cherished past. 

Most of the designers show all of these styles, the 
bouffant being the only one which is omitted from 
any large number of collections; but each house puts 
emphasis on one form, as Chanel on the floating, 
Molyneux on the tiered, Worth on the tubular, 
Lanvin, the bouffant, Lenief, the circular. 

None of these silhouettes is actually new to this 
season, but some have more the air of novelty than 
others. The tubular dress, which is an extreme 
and striking style, made its appearance only last 
spring and so is still a comparative novelty, for it 


By MaritE Lyons 


was worn by only a few. It is too trying and ex- 
treme a mode to become really popular. It is 
merely a tight chemise dress with the belt omitted. 
Worth, who shows it more than any other designer, 
says that it leads us directly to Directoire styles. 
It recalls the princess styles and the sheath gown. 
It is saved from too great severity and monotony 
by the use of circular or plaited flounces of varying 
depths. Worth shows it in different forms according 
to its use. For morning he makes it in cloth with 
a circular flounce; for afternoon he makes a silk 
blouse with a plaited flounce on the skirt; for eve- 
ning, a one-piece princess slip which flares like a 
bell at the hem. 

The floating dress is, in a sense, the newest of all, 
for although certain couturiéres like Callot and Vion- 
net have always made variations of it, it is advanced 
now in a new guise. Chanel achieves her effects in 
the following ways. The actual body of the dress is 
as short as ever, that is, from eight to as much as 
fifteen inches from the ground; but it is given an 
appearance of unequal length by trailing panels. 
An overskirt of irregular hem-line, divided into 
panels, sometimes plaited, hangs over the skirt; or 
an apron is hung in the front, sometimes with what 
would ordinarily be the strings trailing on the 
ground. So much for the floating, almost ragged 
appearance of the skirt. 


ACHIEVING THE FLOATING SILHOUETTE 


Fe® the waist one particular device is used more 
than others—a cape or wings. Frequently the 
cape (used almost exclusively in the back) is caught 
loosely into the belt in the middle of the back, with 
the two sides left free. Ora pair of irregular, pointed 
wings may fall softly from the shoulders. 

The tiered dress belongs to no one period or style. 
It is always with us—in the bouffant gowns of 1860, 
the bustle styles of a decade later, and the ruffled 
lace frocks of every year. But this season it combines 
with either the tubular or the circular style to pro- 
duce a new, composite skirt—one where the back 


is in one piece, flat and straight, and the front is 
in two or more tiers which may lie flat to produce 
a tubular silhouette or flare to give a circular front. 
It is difficult to say if the shingle produced the 
flat-backed, circular front silhouette or if the latter 
inspired the shingle. Certainly no style of hair- 
dressing could be more in keeping with the wind- 
swept appearance of the garments designed in this 
style. The boyish bob was appropriate to the 
simple, serviceable, free-and-easy style of the 
straight-line dress, but the shingle is even more so— 
more typically a modern, emancipated, active 
woman’s coiffure. It and the present line of our 
clothes are pretty sure to continue for some time. 
Two Kinps oF BOUFFANCY 
HE bouffant dress has two totally different 
genres—the historic dress (such as is shown by 
Lanvin) and the essentially modern dress, as ex- 
ploited by Callot. Under the first heading may be 
included the moyen age, peasant, Russian, and vari- 
ous other foreign styles interpreted by Poiret and 
Groult. Callot’s bouffancy is something entirely 
different. It has no relation to the past or to other 
countries. It is a bouffancy born of a love of tulle 
and a theory that a woman should resemble a bird, 
a butterfly, or a dragon-fly—a winged and soaring 
creature of many colors, unbelievable lightness, 
gaiety, and brilliancy. Callot is famous for her 
colors—tropical bird colors, iridescent, transparent 
wing colors, flower colors, peacock colors. No one 
else has command of just her palet. Added to this 
is the fact that she, almost exclusively in Paris, 
employs tulle for her models. And added to every- 
thing else is the fact that she actually sees the body 
of a woman as the body of a winged insect—that she 
outlines the body tightly to accent its delicate, 
breakable lines, winds it with tulle or ribbons so that 
it actually does resemble the long, slender body of a 
dragon-fly, and then she adds her wings of iridescent 
tulle, or her floating trains that sweep like pea- 
cock tails, or her great sleeves that float like wings. 
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CALLOT 
Typical Callot bouffant gown of black 
tulle; body girdled with moire ribbon. 


Rose satin, enormously bouffant period 
two pearl and skunk cocardcs. 


gown, 


TWO WIDELY DIFFERENT BOUFFANT GOWNS 
lr IS strange how, with so many new silhouettes coming and going, 
the bouffant gown continues in favor. Every season sees not an 
increasing number, but new interpretations of a style which never 

loses its clientele. Lanvin, of course, is the chief creator in this field, but 

practically all the great costumers have a weakness for this charming 
mode and each season contribute their interpretations. Chief among its 
advocates, after Lanvin, are Patou, Groult, Poiret, and Callot. And 

Callot’s mode is entirely different—in no sense a period gown, recalling 

past glories of costuming, but an essentially modern interpretation, 

reminding us, as do most of Callot’s creations, of flowers, birds or butter- 


flies—great winged, soaring creatures just lighting for a moment. 
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Coat of black moire and black 
caracul designed to be worn with 
the accompanying satin dress. 










A trailing drapery of emerald 
green satin back and front on a 
black satin dress is a new device. 






































CHANEL 


ie A typical Chanel dance frock, all 
| loose ends and floating panels, 
is of deep coral Georgette crépe. 


THE GOWN THAT 
TRAILS AND 
FLOATS IS 


NEWEST OF ALL 





T WAS chietly at Chanel’s open 
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RENEE 





All-over silver lace dress, with 
petal skirt and thick wadded girdle 
of silver cloth and black satin. 


Tan and copper lace makes this 
favored silhouette of the season— 
tiered skirt, long, floating sleeves. 
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Models on both pages from 
HENRI BENDEL 






capes (attached to the belt in the 
middle of the back, free at both sides) 
wings, panels, aprons, streamers pend 
—/ ant from the shoulders, circular 
flounces, dripping chiffon sashes, ir 
regular hem-lines, overskirts. It is 








5 ing that one remarked the ad- 
vent of this new silhouette. 
‘ The other five silhouettes shown in 
: this portfolio (and, in addition, the 
Es unillustrated Indo-Chinese atid Per- 
sian) have been much discussed in CALLOT 


previous seasons, but the floating 

effect, achieved by Chanel in many of the numbers of her new collection, 
has not heretofore been exploited. Vionnet has used her petal-like 
designs for many seasons, and it is to this genre of gown that the new 
style chiefly belongs; but it is achieved now with a new air. Callot also 
has always used floating scarfs and sweeping, negligée-like sleeves; and 
her penchant for tulle has always given her skirts an airy, floating 
appearance. Yet the new mode, as shown by Chanel, is different even 
from this. The Chanel gown above is typical. Crépes of all kinds (no 
net) are used to attain this silhouette. The chief means to this end are 















amazing to what an extent Chanel, 
who heretofore would consider nothing 
but the most uncompromising chemise, has gone in for this broken, 
floating, almost ragged silhouette. 

There can be no doubt that Chanel is changing her genre—not whole 
sale, and perhaps not even permanently; but she is certainly trying 
things she has not tried before. Previously she has been the prophet 
without blemish of the straight, youthful, short, tight-sleeved chemise, 
elaborately embroidered. Now, to a notable extent, she has abandoned 
her gorgeous embroideries, is using more plain fabrics and is atoning 
for the absence of elaboration in the fabric by elaboration of line. 
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PREMETI 


A perfect tube (once known as a 
sheath gown) of brown satin with 
inserts of green and tan cloth. 


A bow on the front is all that 
remains to this tubular black 
broadtail frock of the girdle. 


A line indicates where the belt 
should have been on a frock of 
blue tricotine with red pipings. 


THE BELTLESS TUBULAR 
FROCK IS 


CUT BY A PLUMB LINE 


HE Russian, we say, is an Oriental with his 

shirt tucked in. The new tubular dress, by the 

same logic, is a chemise frock with its belt left 
off. There is frequently a memory of a waist-line in an 
applied band or a bow at the front, but the belt has 
really become atrophied through lack of use, like the 
third eyelid or the appendix, and has no function on 
the dress. 

The tube is a plumb line from shoulder to hem. 
There is no curve at waist or hip and the only relief is 
the occasional use of a circular or plaited flounce at 
the bottom. This is a stvle which only the slim and 
shapeless may wear, but there are enough of those to 
make it a not infrequent silhouette. It is a difficult 
but extraordinarily smart and distinguished style 
for those who can support its severity. 

We wish to call attention to the handkerchief shown 
in the upper right-hand sketch. These enormous 
squares of printed chiffon have superseded the tiny 
handkerchiefs and are carried as shown, tucked into 
the purse. They are as decorative as they are useless. 





BERTHE 





BERTUHE 
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CHERUIT 
A seam shows where the belt would have been, had this been a . ee 
chemise gown. Nothing smarter, in its utter simplicity CARNEGIE 
and distinction, could be imagined than this tubular frock 
of putty-colored wool velours with its jacket of the new gazelle 
fur. More often than not these straight tubes are relieved 
of monotony by a circular flounce or a plaiting at the bottom. 
This style, many believe, leads straight to the Directoire. 
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Models from 
BERGDORF 
GOODMAN 





AGNES 



















An odd drapery of the sash and a large 
oval motif in silver embroidery on one hip 
distinguish a blue and violet crépe dress. 












LENIEF 


The chemise frock still finds ways of being 
new and attractive. This black dress has 
magenta and silver embroidery; magenta tassels. 


THE CHEMISE DRESS 
HAS NOT YET 
SEEN ITS BEST DAYS 

NY ONE may decide to omit from her 
wardrobe any one of the other five silhou- 
ettes shown, but no one will omit the 

chemise frock, the oldest and still the most pop- 


ular of all the current silhouettes. Here are 
styles made interesting by their novel handling. 














Nothing is smarter this season than black 
velvet appliqués on white crépe, here used 
in horizontal bands on a chemise dress. 











ee 
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Black velvet with 


two circular in- 





serls in front ac- 
centuated by Beau- 
vais embroidery. 


Black crépe de 
Chine, bordered in 
red, green, and 
gold; two models 
from H. P. Tappé. 














The hair that is not Another good tmita- 


shingled imitates the tion of the shingle ts a 


shingle by a flat roll. flat figure eight twist. 


A “A PREFERRED SILHOUETTE HAS A FLAT BACK 
a AND A FLARING FRONT 


head in any magazine, American or Continental—to the manner in which 
the whole silhouette of the body corresponded to that of the head. 
There is no doubt that clothes are being designed to suit the shorn head, and 
that more and more heads are being shorn to suit the new clothes, there is such 
unmistakable harmony between them 
The chemise. the tubular. the floating, and the tiered silhouettes are all in 
keeping with the shingled head—than which there is no other mode of dressing 
the hair. except the various imitations of the shingle; but most appropriate 
of all the current silhouettes to the scooped-in shape of the shingled head is 
the flat-in-the-back, full-in-the-front silhouette—one might call it the ‘‘prairie- 
horse” silhouette, so irresistibly does it recall that wind-swept beast, with his 
back to the gale, mane and tail blown forward. Just so does the flat-backed, 
full-fronted skirt look—caught in a high breeze; and just so does the shorn head 


. YEAR ago we called attention—with the first showing of the shingled 





look, wind-swept and bleak. The cloche is inevitable because it preserves . 
| j this silhouette on the street. 
Practically all the designers show dresses in this style, and as this is its 
rq te LENIE! second season and it is increasing in favor, it is certainly more than a passing PATot A AR 
fancy. It is achieved in various ways; by full aprons in the front, godets, 
Black and royal blue velvet circular fronts, insets and panels, skirts plain in the back and full and shorter Oxford cloth, astrakhan; two 
with fine silver embroidery in the front. Here are four illustrations of its versatility. models from Bergdorf Goodman. 
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Gargonne frock of 
black satin and du- 
vetyn,; tobacco-pouch 
metal edging on 
front and pockets. 





Black velvet tiered 
frock, red and silver 
collar and cuffs; 
both models are from 
Hattie Carnegie. 
















































































BOULANGER D@UILLET 
Brown lace in tiers over char- Black velvet dress with wings 
treuse satin; Bergdorf Goodman. and chiffon sash; Frances Clyne. 
A 
Wy 
vel | 
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MOLYNEUX HANEL 





La THE TIERED SKIRT IS A FAVORITE 

, \ \ ,' THILE the bouflant and circular silhouettes are radically different 

‘ from the straight silhouette, the other four types shown here are but 

variations of the straight silhouette—just enough change to avoid 

Hatted or unhatted, monotony. The chemise is the basis; the floating silhouette merely adds 

| the head must be sleek; loose draperies; the tube leaves off the belt; the tiered skirt is cut in two or 


the tiny cloche does tt. three pieces instead of one. Here are four simple, smart interpretations. 


















Beret, turban, or 
cloche gives the pre- 
scribed close outline. 
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(Above) Glass earrings, mounted with silver-gilt in a quaint 
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old-fashioned design of true lovers’-knots, are as lovely 
in spirit as earrings worn by ladies in the eighteenth century. 


(Left) Whimsical earrings of glass are blown in the form 
of a tiny bird swinging on a little perch. These are in amber 
and amethyst, and other pale colors, mounted with silver-gilt. 


A JEWEL MAY BE 


WORTH NOTHING 


AND EVERYTHING 


ROM Russia and from China, several of the 

smartest New York shops have been im- 

porting glass “jewels” to be worn for day 
and evening with sports clothes or one’s favorite 
Chanel frock. 

Semi-precious things are never very interest- 
ing; they are not much one thing nor the other. 
Semi-precious jewels are always a compromise, 
always have an air of “second best.” But the 
“jewel” that has no intrinsic value at all, that is 
just a bit of glass given exquisite form by the 
imagination of the designer, has an undeniable 
atmosphere. 

Of course, there is decided danger of jewelry 
of this sort being rococo and tawdry like the 
Venetian glass souvenirs dear to American 
tourists. But in the hands of an artist, glass 
may be made to do wonderful things. 

A few of these new jewels are shown on these 
pages. One can at least get an idea of the deli- 
cacy of their design, even if the lovely color 
doesn’t register in black and white photographs. 


There are innumerable quaint earrings. Some 
have a decided Empire air, others are 
frankly barbaric, some as fragile as_ those 
worn by an exquisite Manchu lady. They 
are made, too, in amusing forms, such as 
birds and fishes, but are really very delicate 
and charming. 

Bracelets are in lovely colors. Some are rather 
wide and pressed into the shapes of facets, so 
that they have an interesting play of light. 
These are threaded with metal and colors. 

The costume complete idea, that is penetrating 
the mode for sports, for day, and for evening, 
requires each ornament, each detail, to harmo- 
nize completely in color and feeling with the 
costume. This glass jewelry is particularly 
designed to develop the costume complete. Al- 
though these jewels are not in “sets,” they are 
designed to harmonize in color and line. For the 
long crystal dewdrop chains are glittering glass 
earrings and bracelets, in which the colors of the 
chain are repeated. 
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Jewelry on both pages 

: : from 

(Above, left) Large crystal beads, i , i MARIE EL KHOURY 
oddly shaped, like great drops ‘1 z . 
of water, have color in their 
hearts,.so that they sparkle with 
green, or rose, or deep amethyst. 


Posed by Marion Morehouse 


(Upper, right) Exquisite Russian 
glass bracelets are molded into 
facets; others are plain and 
threaded with metal. They are 
beautifully tinted in pale colors. 


(Lower, left) This photograph 
shows more of the bracelets. 
Two of them have twisted threads 
of color similar to those that whirl 
through old-fashioned marbles. 


(Above) Chains of glass, with 
the charming irregularity of all 
hand-made things, are mounted 
with a silver-gilt clasp to make a 
bracelet. In shades of jade-green. 


(Left) A long glass chain has a 
glass pendant, all very delicately 
made and beautiful in color. 
These are worn to carry out the 


Photographs by color scheme of a_ costume. 
Nickolas Muray ; 
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Auction nowadays concerns more tavles than one, but over-bidding 1s still 
severely censured by one’s partner—es pecially if she happens to be your wife. 


MODERN SOCIETY NOW DOES 


By Morr B. ScumipT 


bition into second place. It doesn’t matter whether 
or not interior decorations mean anything at all in 
your life—you must be able to talk glibly of china 
and chintz and furniture, to hold the attention of 
even a débutante. 

A remarkable but encouraging state of affairs, 
when one remembers that it isn’t so many years 
since Stanford White had great difiiculty in con- 
vincing some of our very nicest families that brown- 
stone was not always the most desirable material 
for the facade of a town house, and Elsie de Wolfe 
had no easy task in demonstrating that flowered 
chintz was just as nice a material as green velour for 
a window hanging. 


, | AHE decoration of 
houses, one’s own 
and = everybody’s 

else—that homeliest and 

most personal of all the 
arts—is come into its own 
again. For it is not only 
desirable to know some- 
thing about this fascinat- 
ing subject, but, at least 
from the viewpoint of fash- 
ion, it is absolutely neces- 
sary. If you don’t know your period styles, you 
imply don’t belong! As a dinner-party topic of 
conversation, hooked-rugs have pushed even Prohi- 





Only a generation back, a gentleman engaged in 






On the shelf of the antiquaire Greek vases trample 
on Spanish shawls, and nude ladies stand unashamed 
before the pious gaze of New England silhouettes. 


ITS BIDDING 
AT ANOTHER SORT OF AUCTION 


the antique business was looked upon as a sort of 
rag-picker, and all the old furniture.in evidence was 
in the servants’ quarters. Importations of house- 
hold art were almost at zero, and most of the things 
that did come in were much better left undisturbed 
in their native lands. But how times have changed! 
Glass from Waterford and china from Chelsea, 
old oak of Elizabethan England, the mahogany 
masterpieces of Thomas Chippendale and _ the 
rosewood of the brothers Adam, all compete for 
favor with the exquisite boiserie of ancient France, 
the lustrous walnut and silken damasks of Italy, 
and the painted wall-papers and curious lacquers 
from the Far East. On they come, in endless 
stream, to be stood in the shops in brave array 
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The eternal triangle is intensified at the auction. 








Husband is all gone for Heppel- 


white, but wife agrees with Arthur, who thinks Windsor chairs more comfortable. 


where they turn up their aristocratic noses super- 
ciliously at the more provincial examples of our 
Early American craftsmanship, which crowd the 
windows of the shop across the street. 

And the auctions! At Anderson’s and_ the 
American—as at Christie’s and the Hotel Drotot 
abroad—the portals are 
to such an extent that for certain 
exhibitions of especial interest it is 
necessary for the management to 
issue cards of admittance. The 
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of art, either at auctions, in shops, or from private 
individuals, for a trifling portion of their real value. 
The really good things just naturally gravitate to 
the best markets, which are the reputable shops, 
for it is there that the highest prices are paid. 

Of course not all furniture need be antique— 


a beautifully designed piece, well made, will be 
distinguished even if it was finished only yesterday. 
But part of the charm of an antique is the history 
that it suggests, the people that it recalls, the places 
that it has known. In what better way than by a 
length of old glazed chintz, a piece of well-worn 
silver, or a thing of gleaming crystal 





—in what better way would you re- 
member the Inn of William the 





auctions actually compete with the 
theaters as matinée attractions, and 
on sale days the line of motors at 
the entrance resembles the opera on a 
gala night. Then, in the cold gray 
dawn of the morning after, come 
the carts and camions that take the 








pictures, the china, the furniture, 
the tapestries, off to the four corners 
of the earth—whence, by the way, 
they were gathered, and where they 
will some day be gathered again. 
For the joy of collecting—ranging 
from a passing interest in some cases 
to a devouring mania in others—has 
been inherent in human _ nature 
since the days of Imperial Rome. 


N FACT, it is extremely amusing 

to read to-day of the methods 
by which the noblest Romans of 
them all had fake ‘‘antiques” passed 
off on them by the shiftier members 
of the Greek population, who were 
evidently adepts in softening, with 
the patine of centuries, objects 
manufactured only a week before. 
History has more or less repeated 
itself down to the present time, ex 
cept, so many Greeks having opened 
candy kitchens, the ranks are neces- 
sarily supplemented by other nationals, who have 
nevertheless approached the work in a spirit of the 
most loyal and effective cooperation. 

The lure of the bargain is as strong to-day as it 
ever was, and while by intelligent and careful 
selection one can always buy to great advantage, 
it has never been possible, with a very few notable 
and well advertised exceptions, to pick up real works 

















Here are four of the seven virgins, getting new 
lamps for old—for by to-morrow the new ones 
will be “genuine antiques.” Then the virgins 
can get more new lamps, and so on, to keep 
up the good work and help the good cause. 


Conqueror at Dives, with its 
old-fashioned courtyard and _ its 
’ Normandy cat, or the gardens of 


Granada in the moonlight, or per- 
haps the sparkle of the sunshine on 
the water at Venice, slipping slowly 
through the canals to Lido and the 
sea—or a quiet English countryside 
with a century-old lawn of velvet 
and a garden of hollyhocks against a 
somber gray wall—or even our own 
magnolias in springtime outside a 
South Carolina window? ... 


LD things or new—hig things 

or little—from over the seas or 
from around the corner—choose 
them thoughtfully, place them care- 
fully, cherish them lovingly, and 
you will not fail. 

A house should possess, above all 
things, charm and distinction, for 
where these abide beauty is bound 
to follow. And do not worry about 
having your rooms express your own 





personality, because they can't 
possibly do anything else! Try to 


have the kind of things that nice 
people liked a hundred years ago, 
and that nice people will probably 
like a hundred years from now, for 
you must remember that houses, 
like people, should grow old grace- 
If yours can do this it will always be com- 





fully. 
fortable, even though it cease to be fashionable, 
which perhaps is better, after all. 

And so you must not only know how to put your 
house in order, but paint and furnish it as well—for 
now half the women are being interior decorators, 


and the other half are being decorated. In which 


half would you belong? 
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“Claire knew, the next moment, 
that Grimshaw had not suc- 
ceeded in blinding the animal, 
for she couid see the huge 
antlercd head swing about.” 





EMPTY HANDS 


An 


THE BRIEFLY: 


HE story opens with a vivid description of a 

swimming party by moonlight on Endicott’s 

estate. Asan unobserved onlooker, Endicott 
is aghast at the sophistication and ennui of his 
daughter, Claire, and her friends. He realizes that 
he either has given her everything or nothing; she is 
not happy—she has no philosophy of life. 

He suddenly determines to take her far north to 
one of his mining camps. 

There, she wilfully ignores the warning of Shomer 
Grimshaw, her father’s camp manager, and her 
canoe is caught by the lake’s current and carried 
on toward the rapids. The man, angry at her but 
loyal to her father, follows, hoping to save her. 

The two frail boats rush down through the chasm 
in the mountain “ Barrier” —‘ The Barrier” that had 
isolated the country beyond and held it away from 
civilization. 

Finally flung ashore, the girl and man are con- 
fronted with the problem of sustaining life by their 
own efforts—they are hurled back to a primeval age. 


First PART To.up 


By STRINGER 


ARTHUR 


Illustrated by Herbert M. Stoops 


This girl, accustomed to every luxury of modern 
civilization, and the man, with only his knowledge of 
woodcraft to see them through, are alone in the 
untracked forest, without food, without fire, with- 
out clothing or shelter, without arms or tools. 
Somewhere, beyond uncounted leagues of solitude, 
lies the watery desolation of Hudson Bay and its 
posts, but there is no road open to it. 

SECOND PART 
HAT can we do?” repeated the woman, 
her voice made tremulous by the gravity 
of his face. 

He looked down into her eyes again. And inap- 
positely, as their glances met and locked, he knew 
a glow of gratitude at the thought that he had hu- 
man eyes to look into. Yet they were eyes touched 
with panic and protest and a mute questioning 
which made him think of a doe brought down by a 
rifle bullet. His mind had been too occupied to give 
much direct thought to his predicament. He knew, 
however, that it was anything but promising. And 


Extraordinary New Novel 


he knew she wanted the truth, that she would in- 
sist on the truth. But he was without the courage, 
as yet, to confront her with it. 

“We ought to thank God that we got through 
alive,” he told her with a glance back at the river. 

“Ought we?” she demanded in her listless small 
voice. The hopelessness of it roweled Grimshaw’s 
dormant courage into restiveness. 

“And we’re going to keep alive!” he said with 
sudden and strident vigor as he took a deep breath 
and folded his sinewy arms over his chest. 

“How?” she asked as she studied the interlacing 
muscles of his bronzed biceps and shoulders. 

He sat back for a moment or two of silence, as 
though confronted by the necessity of picking his 
words. 

““We’ve been flung out here,’’ he told her, “ we’ve 
been flung out here between the knees of Nature, 
and we’ve got to meet her on her own ground. 
And we'll live, as other people have lived through 
the same predicament.” 

“Without food?” she challenged. 
clothes?” 


“And without 
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“T’ll get them,” he retorted with confidence. 

“How?” she demanded. 

“T’ve lived enough in the woods,” he asserted, “‘ to 
learn a trick or two at this business. I tell you, we'll 
get clothing. And we'll win out and be waiting for 
them, when they come through for us!” 

She lay silent there for several minutes. “I 
wish we’d drowned in those rapids,” she finally 
said, without looking up at him. 

“That’s not fair,” he contended, with a protective 
show of anger. “You want to live, don’t you?” 

“T don’t believe I do,” she said. 

“Well, I do!” proclaimed Grimshaw. “And the 
time will come when you’ll feel the same way about 
it.” He rose to his feet. “ But it isn’t what we feel 
that’s going to save us; it’s what we do. And we 
need every minute of this time we’re wasting.” 


TILL again she fell into her habitual silence. 
The look of mute protest was no longer on her 
face when she glanced up at him. 

“T understand,” she said in little more than a 
whisper. “What must I do?” 

“ Believe in me!”’ he exclaimed, with an unlooked- 
for up-gush of emotion. ‘Will you do that?” 

“T’ll try to,” she murmured, without meeting his 
eye. 

“Vou must do that,” he contended. “It won’t be 
easy, at the best. And without your help it might be 
impossible.” 

She misread the meaning of his words, for she 
made an effort to sit up, an effort that ended in a 
gasp of helplessness. 

“T’m afraid I won’t be of much use to you,” she 
quavered, as she let her bruised shoulders sink 
back on the warm sand. 

It was her humility more than her helplessness 
that disturbed him. 

“Time will take care of that,” he maintained. 
“You'll be better, after a good night’s sleep.” 

He stood over her, puzzled by the involuntary 
shudder which passed through her body. 

“ And after the good night’s sleep?” she queried. 
He caught the touch of mockery in her question. 
But he decided to ignore it. 

“Our first problem,” he told her, “is to get 
covering and shelter. And we must get that before 
the sun goes down.” 


O HE left her there, after a quick glance at the 

western sky, and hurried back for his willow- 
wands and bark-thongs. Then he fell to weaving a 
second surtout of pliant wickerwork, profiting by 
his experience with his first effort and producing a 
more closely woven mat. The upper part, where 
the willow-butts stood thick together, he bruised 
and shredded and shaped between heavy stones. 
And before placing this odd garment beside her he 
double-braided and attached two shoulder-straps, 
to hold it in place after it had been bound and 
tied about her body. 

“You'll have to use this,” he told her, “until I 
can get something better.” 

He noticed her listless eye as she studied the 
roughly wattled tunic. 

“There won’t be much warmth in it,” he ex- 
plained. “So the next thing I must do is to build a 
shelter, a shelter for the night. We’ve got to keep 
warm. And we’ve got to have food.” 

“Food?” she echoed in her half indifferent voice. 
“Where is there food to get?” 

He forced a smile, at the forlornness of her 
voice, though it cost him an effort to do so. 

“Tt’s all about us,” he proclaimed, “waiting for 
us to take it. This country is teeming with it, 
with all manner of fish and hare and game.” 


“Tt may be there,” she 
admitted. “ But with nothing 
to—-with nothing but our 
naked hands?” 

“T’ll get you food,” he pro- 
claimed, for once sure of his 
ground. 

“But food without fire? 
she objected. “We haven’t 
even a match.” 

“TI don’t need a match,” 
he told her. “Before to- 
morrow night you'll have 
your fire. And before the 
next night you’ll have some- 
thing more, and before the 
next night, still more. We’re 
going to get through this. 
But to do it you’ve got to believe in me.” 

She sat back, apparently pondering his words. 

“Tt’s not you I’m afraid of,” she finally confessed. 
“Tt’s—it’s this terrible North.” 

“There’s nothing terrible about it, if you meet 
it right,” he said to the unhappy-eyed woman as 
she gazed about at the lonely hills. 

“But if we don’t get away?” she ventured 


fer) 


hopelessly. “It can’t be always summer like this! 


” 
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“When the cold comes,” asserted Grim- 
shaw, “we'll be ready for it. But first of all we 
must get ready for to-night. As we are, we’re 
rather at the mercy of the weather. So even be- 
fore I look for food I’m going to throw a night- 
shelter together.” 

She gazed away, drearily, to where a heron 
called from the midst of the wastelands before her. 

“T dread it,” she said with a slight cringing 
movement of her body, “the thought of night!” 

He turned back to her, solemn faced. 

“You'll sleep as warm as you would in your 
own bed,” he asserted. Then, observing the 
stricken light that had crept into her eyes, 
he was prompted to add: “And as safe.” 


RIMSHAW, after a hurried appraisal of the 

territory close about him, decided that the 
best place for his night-shelter would be against an 
overhanging rock-wall a few hundred paces lower 
down the river. Here the sand slope was both 
harder and higher than at the spot where he had 
first landed, and the concave back-wall offered a 
ponderable shelter against wind and a complete one 
against landward approach. Twenty paces away 
lay an abundance of small and large stones for 
which he had already (Continued on page 128) 


“Claire waited, with 
her heart in her 
mouth, for Grimshaw 
to emerge again.” 
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FRENCH 
BROWN 


SKETCHED SOULIE 


pate 0 aaa eag guieations 


Renée contributes to the mode of brisk and now 
smart little woolens, this brown jersey frock with 
practically all its edges finished in brown taffeta. 


Say what you choose about colors, but wear as 
much black as you becomingly can. A_ black 
chiffon frock has a black lace jabot and flounces. 


Black crépe satin with horizontal plaits and gold 
stitching, and (right) a long cape trimmed with 
brown astrakhan. All models designed by Renée. 
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TAKES ITSELF FROM ONE 


RESORT TO ANOTHER 


The British Go to Le Touquet, the 
Americans Go to Deauville, but 


All the World Goes to Biarritz 


2 rue de la Paix, Parts. 
HE summer resorts—les grandes villes d’ Eaux 
i -of Europe have fallen somewhat from their 
former high estate. They who expected that 
after the war the resort life of Europe would resume 
its old brilliancy have been disappointed. Just as 
the money has changed hands, so have the old 
habitués of the smart resorts been replaced by a 
totally different group. Society has deserted its 
old haunts and gone farther afield, or retired to the 
seclusion of its chateaux. In short, the butcher, the 
baker, and the candlestick-maker have replaced 
milord and milady, dukes, duchesses, and others of 
high degree at seaside and mountain resorts, the 
latter appearing only for a ‘“‘cure,” a race meet, or 
some other similar event, if at all. 


SOCIETY AT Tze Resogrs 


NE meets society, in passing, at Evian, Vichy, 

Mont-Dore, or Brides-les-Bains—Mrs. William 
K. Vanderbilt stayed the season there—but very 
many of the old families have passed the summer in 
their chateaux, entertaining quietly, if at all, while 
the crowd rushed to the popular resorts. The En- 
glish went to Le Touquet—the Prince of Wales 
passed a week-end there—to Pourville, Aix, and 
Dieppe. Americans for some reason sought Dinard, 
Aix, and Vichy—and, of course, Deauville. 

And Deauville was crowded. The night before 
the Grand Prix the Salle de Baccarat was a mass of 
shifting humanity glimpsed through a blue drift of 
cigaret smoke—a curious place, peopled with strange 
folk. Many of those present, atrociously gowned, 
with badly arranged hair and many gorgeous jewels, 
had never in all probability entered a like place 
before. There were faces which the “movies” have 
made famous all over the world, including the cameo- 
like profile of Mrs. Rodolph Valentino, and the 
little pale face of Fanny Ward under its pile of 
burnished hair. 


GOWNS FOR GAMING 


I LLE. Yvonne Printemps, with fluffy blonde 

locks and a dazzling red and white smile 

her slender chemise frock of black satin a veritable 

ghost garden of flowers done in opaque white and 

crystal beads, pearls about her neck and jewels in her 

hair—moved about from table to table, the clever, 
watchful Sasha always at her elbow. 

Mile. Jane Marnac, pausing for a ‘fling’ 
at one of the tables and pouting very red lips 
over the result of her venture, wore a slim green 
gown embroidered with jewels and dripping with 
ruby fringe. A great brooch of diamonds was posed 
on her left shoulder. 

The Princesse de Faucigny Lucinge, in a vivid 
yellow crépe frock, threw off her gold-lined black vel- 
vet cloak when sitting down to play. Mrs. Nash, of 
the lovely jewels, in a pretty pale rose frock, played 
recklessly, winning and losing. Lady Victoria 





PARIS IN ITS SMARTEST CLOTHES 
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Satin fulgurante, which is as smavt as any fabric, and quite a bit 
smarter than most, is used by Drecoll in black for a frock with a cape, 
a flounce, and a Chinese atmosphere. The medallion is red lacquer. 


Bullock was one of the players at the big table 
where Mme. Ephrussi, her white hair hidden 
under a gay flowered toque, sat behind a great pile 
of bank-notes, her eyes never lifted from the baize. 

A pretty creature with black locks showing below 
her red and silver turban—the red plumes swept 
her shoulder—was winni:.g steadily, counting out 
her money in little ten-thousand-franc packets, over 
each of which she slipped methodically a rubber 
band. Her bright smile never faltered as the fragile 
wisps of tulle which composed her corsage slipped 


down over her shoulders and had continually to be 
replaced; and there were three chains of diamonds 
about her neck, each longer than the other. 

Sem, the diabolical caricaturist, was there—one 
is inclined always to hide under a table when he 
appears, for fear of being sketched ridiculously for 
his latest book—and several Indian princes who 
have figured much in Parisian life of late, an English 
lord or two, and Mr. Cornuché—who, by the way, 
created all this fevered scene, as it were, out of noth- 
ing and finds his work good. 











SOME FROCKS AND WRAPS 


USE ONE TRIMMING 


FOR BOTH 


Then there were the latest dancing favorites, 
the “big’’ gamblers who do nothing but break 
banks all day long for the entertainment of the on- 
lookers, and hundreds of others who are not without 
honor in their own countries, perhaps, but who are 
here nameless and unimportant—the sort of people, 
in short, of whom the others ask, “Where do they 
come from?”’ But there they are, literally suffo 
cated with diamonds and pearls, and emeralds as 
big as the fabled roc’s egg. If some one would only 
teach them how to dress! 

\t the Potiniére, with its sickish odor of sweet 
sirups, people struggled valiantly for seats at the 
little green tables. Many of the women wore red 
and White, with perhaps a little touch of black. A 
white marocain frock was worn with a lacquer red 
hat and a red scarf, a scarf which was twisted about 
the throat, one long end falling in the back and the 
other in the front. Often both scarf ends were 
tossed back over the shoulders or knotted together 
between the shoulders in the back, or fell side by 
side in front, where they were meekly pinned to- 
gether at the base of the low V of the corsage, the 
ends falling to the knee. 

They were worn this way at Biarritz also—for 
after the Grand Prix at Deauville the monde went 
on to Biarritz, so beloved of old by King Edward, 





Sometimes the flounce is of con- 
trasting fabric. Brocaded Georgette 
crépe is used on black velvet. 
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By careful design, the trimming of 
a frock often makes a decorative 
border below its three-quarter coat. 
Black silk poplin has tiny flounces 
bound with black ciré braid. 


(Below) A favorite version of the 
tube-like silhouette is that of the 
long straight tunic. White Geor- 
gette crépe with a squirrel flounce 
that trims also the black moire coat. 


PAUL CARET 
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The prevailing gray atmosphere 
of this gray velours de laine coat 
with mole fur and silver galon is 
repeated in the metal embroidery 
of the blue and black satin dress. 


(Below) Here, too, there is only 
a feeling in common. A cape- 
wrap of amber velvet with kolinsky 
bands is worn over a blonde Geor- 
gette crépe fringed with gold. 
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WHILE OTHERS SHARE 






NOTHING BUT AN 






ATMOSPHERE 











DEUILLET 











CHANEL 


































DRECOLL 


The smart Frenchwoman wears 
a coat-dress and the weather does 
as it likes. Yellow-tan kasha. 


and beloved at present by all who know it. There 
is Mr. Cigolini’s famous Hotel du Palais, the old 
summer palace of the beautiful Eugénie, where you 
look out of your window into the boiling surf and 
where any little storm flings salt spray in at your 
casement. There, too, are the Golf Club, the 
Casino, the Polo, where the King of Spain played 
this season, the Chateau Basque, and the Chaumiére! 
And one of the most delightful things about 
Biarritz is the Réserve de Ciboure, which is not in 
Biarritz at all, but miles away along the coast, 
beyond St. Jean de Luz, to be reached comfortably 
only by automobile. The road from Biarritz to 
Ciboure is delightful by day and wonderful by 
moonlight, but even more beautiful on a gusty 
rainy night, with the coast lights flashing through 
swirling mist, the cypresses inky black against dull 
white garden walls and the great sycamores which 
line the route etched in gray on black darkness by 
the projected light of motor-lamps. Up-hill and 
down along the sea, the heavy murmur of the waves 
drowning the purring motor, the rain dashing like 
sleet against the car and fin-like sheets of water fly- 
ing from the tires, until, skirting the old town of St. 
Jean de Luz, we stop at the low gateway of Ciboure, 
the Mecca of all the pleasure-seekers of the coast. 
By daylight the little Réserve, perched on the 
cliff edge between the high-road and the sea, is 
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THE TAILORED WOMAN AND 


THE 


BOTH NOW APPEAR IN PARIS 


BEER 






The gilet is almost 
ad ** biece”’ of the 
two-piece suit. Ox- 
ford gray, 
broadcloth 


gray 
gilet. 


LELONG 


This type of suitis always smart,and 
plaiting makes it more so. It is beige 
wool jersey trimmed with castor. 


NOT SO TAILORED 


probably dusty and shabby, and at low tide the 
little harbor doubtless smells of fish. But at night 
the place is magically alluring. The sea is like black 
onyx mirroring the stars or breaking in masses of 
foam on the rocks below, with everywhere the green 
and red lights of boats flickering mysteriously along 
the sea-front. and insistent rhythmic music piping 
everyone to dance. 
RomMANTICcC RArInyY NIGHTS 
,;VEN on a rainy night the roadway outside is 
lined with motor-cars from San Sébastian and 
Hendaye, Biarritz and all the country round. And 
even if the rain falls steadily, the many-colored 
lanterns that star the tamarisks glow as brightly and 
Dominique Silva welcomes you as warmly as on any 
perfect midsummer night. 

And it rained, naturally, on the night in question; 
so instead of dining happily at flower-laden tables 
under the luminous trees, the company was crowded 
together indoors, where the furniture is of the most 
naively rude description and the red and white 
wall covering is that of any little café in France. 
But there was no lack of food, nor wine, nor music. 

At one of the long tables I saw Mr. Alexander 
Moore, the United States Ambassador to Spain, 
with Mr. and Mrs. Nicholas Longworth—the latter 
in a silver gown and fringed red shawl; the Duke and 
Duchesse de Tovar; Mrs. Mildred Martin, the Am- 
bassador’s niece, in rose satin beaded with white; 
and Miss Ailsa Mellon in a slender sleeveless gown 
of almond green crépe with inset bands of black, 
all covered with a tracery of embroidery done with 
green, crystal, and coral beads. And I noticed with 
satisfaction that Miss Mellon has not yet bobbed 
her hair! 

The Grand Duchesse Xenia, at another table, was 





The frock beneath a matching coat 
has ceased to be a tailored one. 
Black satin trimmed with green. 
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MADELEINE 


el 


Coats of intermediate length quite 
often flare from the shoulders. A 
satin costume with loutre fur. 


A black velvet frock and wrap 
are touched with color. The gray 


suede belt has mauve embroidery. 


the guest of Prince and Princesse Koudacheff. The 
Princess wore a black frock with many pearls and 
an odd bracelet composed of six golden jewel- 
studded serpents. A pretty young girl in this party 
was charming in an old-time coiffure, her red-blonde 
hair shorn in a soft “bang” across the forehead and 
fastened with a comb low in the back, with long 
ringlets falling forward over her shoulders. Her 
white tulle frock was adorned with applied silver 
roses and a white tulle scarf, drawn low about the 
corsage, was tied in a fluffy bow on the left shoulder, 
the long ends falling to the knee. 

At midnight guests were still arriving; Mrs. 
Richard Burton in a very slim black frock em- 
broidered discreetly with gold to emphasize her 
slenderness, and several darkly pretty women of the 
Spanish type, who chattered and laughed and 
danced without ceasing, while outside the rain 
poured down to the accompaniment of thunder and 
lightning and the crashing thunder of the incoming 
tide. On s’amuse bien at Ciboure, and one stays late. 

In THE SMALL Hovurs 

| WF apni the place in the small hours—and 

soaking one’s slippers rather horribly in 
pebbly pools on the way to the waiting motor— 
the gay lanterns were still swaying high in the 
shifting boughs and the storm-glare still lighted the 
horizon, while across the bay the great phare steadily 
flashed out long beams of light, searching the sea for 
ships and guiding them into their desired haven. 

And at Biarritz the night was still young. The 
Casino was crowded, as are all casinos nowadays. 
Madame Letellier in a straight white frock, em- 
broidered, the Prince and Princesse Sixte de Bour- 
bon-Parme with the Marquis and Marquise d’Ar- 
cangues, who organized so successfully the Bal du 
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(Above) A straight wungirdled 
frock of black velvet has its cir- 
cular flare bordered with ermine. 


Perfectly flat at the back, with 
two flounces. Chinese embroidery 
in gold paillettes and red coral. 


Second Empire last year, Mlle. Spinelly, Maurice, 
the dancer, and Leonora Hughes, and all the mixed 
company one sees now at casinos. Many women 
wore jewel-embroidered velvet gowns in white, red, 
or black. Some frocks were embroidered with 
colored beads and some were fringed, but all were 
straight and slender, with the décolletage very low. 


THE RussIAn BALL 


REPARATIONS for the Bal-Petrouchka—now 

but a few days off—are going on rapidly, although 
the féte will be held this season in the Municipal 
Casino instead of in the stately setting of the Hotel 
du Palais. All the costumes of the Russian Ballet 
will appear with, in general, costumes of Russian 
character. Whether or no the King of Spain will 
come is still in doubt—but this amiable monarch 
has a genial habit of putting in an appearance at the 
last minute, just for the fun of it; so probably he 
will again lend his presence, albeit incognito, to 
the féte. 

Women still prefer the straight frock, practically 
refusing to wear any other. The few attempts at 
back drapery have so far not been successful, since 
they can not be worn under the smart straight cloak 
without causing a pronounced and ugly bulge in the 
back—where it appears that no one wishes to bulge 
just now. 

Fur is used enormously as trimming, being par- 
ticularly successful when applied to evening gowns. 
Many black frocks are collared and trimmed in some 
fashion with white ermine—the black and white 
combination being very smart. Ermine is used 
effectively on black cloth and black satin—a three- 
piece frock of black satin having the jacket lined 
with ermine. Heavy black satin will be very smart 
this season—short or long cloaks being trimmed with 


D@UILLET 








MYRBOR 





Appliqué in gay color is used 
on a black crépe frock to sim- 
ulate great patches of embroidery. 


loutre and metal galon. Velvet broadtail is em- 
ployed for many striking costumes, also trimmed 
with ermine. 

Bow-knots of fur adorn many of the new 
models, placed low on the hip, on the shoulder, 
or in the middle front or back. A cravat of 
fur—a narrow band of vison lined with brown 
velvet—is tied about the throat in a stiffly smart 
bow. Hats are trimmed with bow-knots of ermine 
or mink, and cloaks also show occasionally a bow 
of fur. 

Putois /ustré is one of the productions of the sea- 
son, resembling kolinsky and costing but half the 
price of the latter. Many fur wraps are scalloped 
on the edge—as for instance an ample cape of er- 
mine made recently by Aviotty for Mrs. Spreckels of 
California. The cape is scalloped on the lower edge, 
with a cluster of black-tipped ermine tails between 
each scallop. 


SMART FuRS 


HILIPPE and Gaston show a pretty cloak of 

squirrel /ustré, the gray fur dyeda curious “ blond” 
tint. Many cloaks are made of tightly curled black 
astrakhan or broadtail, collared, cuffed or otherwise 
trimmed with kolinsky, and any fur this sea- 
son may be trimmed with another. 

Sports coats of leopard or wildcat are trimmed 
sometimes with tiger or other eccentric furs, or 
with seal or skunk. Leopard is very smart just now 
for sports wear, especially for St. Moritz. A pretty 
cloak of rough brown fabric woven with an indistinct 
design in dark red and silver is lined throughout with 
leopard, with the fur turned back to form collar 
and cuffs. 

The rough material of the cloak described above is 
very interesting, resembling (Concluded on page 126) 





FROCK THIS 


PARIS EMBROIDERS 


YOUR FAVORITE 


You can never tell 
when Paris may 
embroider a huge 
ibis in bright col- 
ors on black satin. 


WORTH 


Worth has given a slim ungirdled 
frock of gray-blue velvet a drap- 
ery held with iridescent sequins. 


SEASON 
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A Story 


WEN MUSGRAVE glanced, from time to 
() time, at the man who sat on the railing of 
the veranda, an empty cocktail glass twirling 
in the slim fingers of his brown hand. They had 
each fallen silent, and Owen, with the least possible 
effort, leaned from the cushioned hammock to tip 
up the dregs of the shaker into his own glass. He 
smacked his lips appreciatively as he drained it, 
and looked once again, quizzically, at the half 
averted face of his guest. 

Funny beggar—this Wylie. Good looking, too, 
and singularly fit for a man of forty-odd. Owen 
was not fit; sometimes he wondered if he ever had 
been. At twenty, he hadn’t been able to play two 
sets of tennis without puffing and gasping far too 
much to make the game worth while, but then, 
exercise had never been his strong point. A sunny 
spot, a bottle, with cigarets near by; that was why 
fishing was his only passion in an over-strenuous 
world. But Wylie played with the youngest and 
best of them; swam, golfed, rode, did all the things 
that there were to be done along the upper Lamont. 
(nd Eleanora Musgrave did them with him. 


At FIRST Owen had felt no more interest in 
- Wylie than he had in any of the succession of 
men who had been in love with his wife. His 
emotion toward them had changed from that half 
philosophic, half apprehensive attitude of their 
early married years, to one of intense boredom. 


‘Peggy wriggled, and suddenly, fright- 
ened by something she did not under- 
stand, she scuttled from the room.” 


ELEANORA MUSGRAVE’S HUSBAND 


of Marital 


By Puryttis DUGANNE 


Illustrated by Everett Shinn 


Another lover! Owen would groan, and go about 
effacing himself in that manner which had become 
second nature to Eleanora Musgrave’s husband. 
Not that Owen had ever complained of that. 
Eleanora had always been too quick for him, too 
bewildering. He liked—as he had Jiked when he 
married her—to have her for his wife; but he was 
content, or almost content, with the mere fact. 
It had been little more than a fact for several years, 
Me a 5 \t times, a sharp line of honesty cut 
through the sodden smokiness of Owen’s mind, and 
he knew that Eleanora had never been in love with 
him, nor ever would be. 


HE gleam of the sunset was shining through 

the trees by the river, and falling over the floor 
of the veranda; as Owen pondered, he saw a small 
shadow drop across it and lie still. He looked up 
at the small girl, dark haired and eyed, arrow- 
straight, in a frilled white nightgown, who stood 
motionless in the doorway. 

“T’ve come to say good night,” she announced 
clearly, as her father’s eyes reached hers. There 
was no suggestion of baby talk im the little girl’s 
voice, and there was a contained, almost dignified 
manner in the way she walked across to him, which 
was, at the same time, humorous and pathetic. 

Something stirred the placidity of Owen’s heavy, 
browned face as she approached him; he set down 
his glass and held out his arms. Each day at twi- 


Adjustment 


light, when Peggy appeared dutifully at Nurse’s 
command for her good-night kiss, Owen realized 
with a start of surprise that he was a father. Most 
of the time he forgot it. . . . 

‘““Had a nice time to-day, Peggy? Glad to be 
going to bed?” He stroked her dark hair awk- 
wardly and felt the inanity of such questions, as 
he held the straight little body close to him. 

“Yes, thank you, Daddy.” She remained silent 
in his arms, responding gravely to the questions 
which Wylie, from his position on the railing, put 
to her, until the quick patter of her mother’s feet 
was audible within the house. Eleanora, with that 
radiance in her face which a new man always called 
forth, came out, her tiny slimness swathed in a foam 
of lace ruffles. 

‘Hello, Carl. Sorry to be so late.” She held 
out her two white hands, smiling up at him, head 
tilted back. Then she followed his gaze beyond 
her. “Why, Peggy! Aren’t you in bed yet?” 


HE little girl slipped silently to her feet, and 
started wordlessly toward the door. 

“Say good night to your Uncle Carl and hop 
along!”” The maternal kiss on her forehead was 
feather light, as was the kiss which Peggy returned, 
politely, on the smooth cheek. Carl Wylie rose 
and stooped to kiss the child, and he grinned as the 
door closed softly behind her. 

“The uncles that the child of a beautiful woman 
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“A tug at his line brought Owen up straight, 
and suddenly he became conscious of Peggy; 
how still she had been, how patient and dear!” 


must collect!’’ he murmured, and Owen, watching 
lazily, snickered. 

‘More uncles than aunts, I’m afraid,” Eleanora 
agreed equably. ‘“‘Well, are we ready?” She 
held out a soft silk shawl for Wylie to place about 
her shoulders. ‘‘Not thinking, Owen?” she de- 
manded mockingly of her husband. 

Owen, startled in doing that very thing, dropped 
his lids over sleepy eyes, shook his head slowly, and 
got up. He had become fascinated in watching 
Wylie’s expression. There was no doubt that 
Wylie was in love with Eleanora, yet there were 
moments when a doubting, almost disappointed 
look crept over his face. Owen had just realized 
that those moments were when Eleanora was playing 

—or should have been playing—the réle of mother. 

He lagged behind and watched them speculatively 
as they advanced down the walk to the motor. 
Eleanora looked even tinier than usual beside Wylie’s 


broad height; darker, in contrast to his fairness. 
Her chin was. tilted high so that she could look up 
into his face and her dark eyes were wide open, her 
full lips parted slightly. Her dress swayed as she 
walked, and her perfume slipped back to Owen, as 
he followed. That troubled look had already dis- 
appeared from Carl Wylie’s face; sometimes, to 
Owen, it seemed strange to watch the adoration, 
the unshamedly frank worship which his wife could 
call forth so easily from men. And he wondered, 
suddenly, how things might have been if she had 
ever troubled to call forth that look from him. . . . 


si OSH, I need a drink!” he said, as he caught 
up with them, his voice breaking the low 
murmur of their conversation. ‘“‘Hope Martha’s 
in a generous mood with her baccardi to-night.” 
Eleanora smiled. Wylie was silent. Owen grinned. 
How popular he was, always, with his wife’s lovers! 


But somehow, that evening, his liquor had a 
strange and new effect upon Owen Musgrave. 
He found himself for the most part, alone as usual, 
reclining in a cushioned chair, insultingly aloof from 
the social intercourse about him, his mind occupied 
by the glass perched on the table beside him. But 
not wholly occupied to-night. His eyes, lazily 
indifferent to the pretty women about him, kept 
straying to Eleanora and Wylie, passing over~ his 
wife’s piquant features to rest, ever and again, on 
the face of Carl Wylie. Why he should like the 
man, why he should find his lifelong custom of 
disinterest in everyone suddenly shattered, he did 
not know; yet creakingly, his disused machinery 
of characterizing, exploring the mind of some 
stranger, was moving. He was not half so drunk 
as he usually was at that hour, nor half so drunk 
as his companions thought him, when he drew 
Wylie aside, and led him, (Continued on page 92) 
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In this McFarlan custom-built cabriolet, with 
a maroon body banded in cane and upholstered 
in Laidlaw maroon DeLuxe cloth, the design 
and equipment closely follow European usage. 








THE WINTER’S SOCIAL 
ACTIVITIES REVIVE 
INTEREST IN 


‘ SEY AS Rt RRNA EAE pe a aa i od 
THE CLOSED CAR 

In Mr. Harvey Dow Gibson’s Isotta, with a Le Baron body, 
length and lowness to the ground have been emphasized. 
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Mrs. Edward L. Doheny, Junior’s, Lincoln limousine with a Fleetwood body 
combines ample interior capacity and comfort with smart exterior lines. 
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AND MRS. HENRY A. BISHOP, JUNIOR 


The marriage of Gloria Gould, youngest daughter of the late Mr. and Mrs. 
George Jay Gould, to Henry A. Bishop, Junior, son of Mr. and Mrs. 
Henry A. Bishop of Bridgeport, Conn., was one of the first of the season’s 
fashionable town weddings. At the left, Mrs. Bishop is seen leaving her 
Rolls and entering Sherry’s, where a reception followed the ceremony at St. 
Bartholomew’s Chapel. The bride’s 1830 ivory satin gown, trimmed with 
broad scalloped flounces, was worn with a tulle and old Spanish lace veil 
held by clusters of orange blossoms, corresponding with the bridal bouquet. 








CONCLUSION 


HE Fourth of July Guilian spent at Hibernia, 

going up there on a Saturday and returning 

on Tuesday, and the following week-end he 
spent there as well. 

On the two successive Saturdays, Mr. Eyre, driv- 
ing the battered station-car himself, had met Guil- 
ian upon his arrival, with a fine, holiday, silvery sort 
of gaiety. He had adopted his usual summer garb 
of well-to-do gentleman-farmer—a Panama hat, a 
loose tie, a crisp suit of golden Panama cloth—and 
above his white mustache, his cheeks were sun- 
burned. There was not the slightest evidence that he 
was a man under sentence of death, save perhaps now 
and then he showed an eagerness too tremulous about 
lifeand anincreased distaste for littleness and hatred. 

“Why the devil do people bicker,” he exclaimed, 
“when they'll all be dead a hundred years from now?” 


T WAS on his second visit to Hibernia that Guil- 

ian discovered that Lael was staying with the 
Gateses. The way it fell about was that Mr. Eyre 
suggested a visit of politeness. “You really ought to 
go over to see them,” he complained. “They were 
very nice to you when fyou were up here in the 
spring. Yes, I know—but you can’t be rude.” 

Guilian procured his hat and stick and set off 
by the garden path that led through the woods. 
Presently he crossed the stile and came out of the 
trees and ascended the series of steps that led 
through too-formal formal gardens to the eastern 


“Guilian found his father sit- 
ting in alittle alcove. *Is that 
you, Guilian?’ he said. ‘You 
had better tell me everything. 
Don’tworry. Life's like this.’” 


Novel of Smart 


By SrruTHERS Burr 


Illustrated by H. R. 


Ballinger 


entrance of the Gates’ house. It was here that he 
saw Lael coming toward him, her arms full of flowers, 
two young men trailing behind like insouciant clouds. 

She hesitated for a fraction of a moment. Her 
shining beauty, her intention to be casual, changed 
his vague indignation into an unexpected bitterness 
of scorn, cruel and dangerous. And with two men! 


“é ELLO!” he said, with an edged slowness. “I 

didn’t expect to see you here. How are 
you?” His tongue lingered meaningly on the final 
words of the first senience. 

Lael’s wide eyes opened more widely. “Didn’t 
you?” she commented indifferently. 

Somehow Guilian found Lael walking beside 
him toward the screened door that led into the 
house. He had not intended this juxtaposition and 
it angered him still more and embarrassed him. 
Why did she walk beside him? He didn’t want her 
to walk beside him. He wanted to be left alone. 

“Are you seeing me off?” he asked dryly. 

Lael closed her lips demurely as if she was deter- 
mined not to quarrel with him. “Iam taking these 
flowers to put them in water,” she said at length and 
patiently. 

“Oh! Why, however, do you pick me out for this 
especial attention if you dislike me so much?” 

“Did I say I disliked you? And am I picking you 
out for any especial attention?” 

“T suppose,” she continued hurriedly, still with 
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half averted face, “you think T have no character 
at all being here, don’t you? But Marion asked me, 
and the city was hot and horrid. Besides, I’ve 
grown older. Quarrels seem silly to me, especially 
quarrels between young people. Young people are 
like beetles; they tumble about together, and fight 
and make up and fight, and none of it means any- 
thing. ... Yes, I’m here.” 

There was to this exclusively personal drift of the 
conversation further proof of the girl’s self-centered- 
ness and selfishness, and further cause for irritation. 
Why didn’t she ever care what he, Guilian, wanted 
or felt? 

“It’s pleasant to settle things so easily,’’ he said 
smoothly, ‘‘only it’s a trifle annoying to the people 
whose sympathy you ask for and receive.”’ 

“You're the only person whose sympathy I have 
ever asked for.” 


HE_opened the screen door and Guilian, follow- 
ing her, stepped into the partial darkness of the 
Gates’ living-room. In the shadows, now becoming 
lighter to their accustomed eyes, she walked over to 
the table and dropped her burden of flowers wearily 
upon it, and then walked back to Guilian and stared 
up at him, her hands hanging by her sides. ‘‘ How 
silly we are,’ she said. ‘‘We do nothing but spoil 
each other’s good times. Why do we do it?” 

Guilian looked down at her and her eyes wavered. 
In the whiteness of her throat, with her head thrown 
back, a small pulse throbbed. 

He wanted to hurt her—hurt her horribly, as he 
now knew she had hurt him. 

‘“*4 thousand times,” Guilian said slowly,‘‘ vou’ve 
played with men as you’re now playing with me and 
a thousand times you’ve gotten away with it. You 
think you can wound them beyond expression and 
then make it all up with a smile or a word. This is 
the thousandth and first time, and you lose. I'll 
make you hate me—I hope to God you do. I hope 
you'll hate and forget me and leave me in peace.” 

With an abrupt casual fierceness he leaned for- 
ward and caught the girl to him and, bending her 
backwards, held her in that position, his mocking, 
agonized face close to hers. 

“T love you,” he said, “and you know it. I love 
you so that every minute of my day is bruised with 
it. But you must stay away from me—do you 
hear! You! ... You! What are you anyhow but 
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“Guilian wanted to hurt her—hurt her horribly, as he now knew she had hurt kim.” 


something to be kissed and forgotten? Why 
shouldn’t I kiss you? What difference would it make 
to you?” 

For a moment Lael struggled against him, and 
then, just as if she had been scorched, shrank 
into herself and became smaller and lay quiet, her 
eyes closed, her only movement the beating of her 
heart beneath her little breast. Guilian heard it, 
heard the beating of her heart, fluttering like a bird, 
against his own heart, and he raised his head and 
looked at the wall opposite; his mocking, stricken 
face becoming grave. 

“No,” he said to himself as if surprised, ‘not even 
that! It can’t be done!” and set her free. 


DISILLUSIONED and bitter Perry greeted 

Guilian in New York. Perry had returned 
from an esoteric week-end at Atlantic City, and 
although the week-end had been just what he had 
planned, the remembrance of it was by no means as 
enlivening as the anticipation. Under Perry’s 
annoyingly amused eyes there were dark circles, and 


he was gently uncommunicative with the white, 
saint-like patience of the fatigued, which is not to be 
confused with real patience. The market, further- 
more, opened jumpily and Perry was worried. 
With the egocentric point of view of the very wicked 
or the very good he thought it had something to do 
with his own derelictions. 

At half past ten he thrust a grave face into the 
office where Guilian was at work and commented 
on securities in general. 

“Some damn fools must have been drunk over 
Sunday,” he remarked, “and are bearish. They’re 
raising hell with the oils. We haven’t much in 
personally, but we’ve got enough, and I know some 
people who have more.” 

“Tt’s just a question of margins, isn’t it?” queried 
Guilian. ‘The value is there all right?” 

“How do I know? I guess so. There’re lots of 
rumors about, of course. There always are, no 
matter what steps you take to prevent them. But 
I think it’s merely a group trying to get control. 
We haven’t smoked them out yet.” Abruptly he 


became an old and world-weary man, the lines about 
his mouth deepening. “Stick to bonds, my son!” 
he advised. “Stick to bonds!” And disappeared 
into his own quarters with the solemn haste of a 
disturbed rabbit. 


UILIAN resumed his correspondence. It 

seemed appropriate that the day should be 
muggy and that stocks should be uncertain. The 
hatefulness of things in general was rising to a 
climax. 

He had never before seen a serious break in the 
stock market, or a near approach to it, and he was 
surprised at his own lack of curiosity. Undoubtedly 
a great deal was happening; undoubtedly the hidden 
forces and their regurgitations were dramatic; but it 
was difficult to find them so without an intensive 
effort of the imagination; and even then it was the 
edges of the whirlpool that were fascinating, not the 
heart of it. 

Guilian supposed that his own impassiveness 
was due partially to the (Continued on page 116) 
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SOUP MAKES THE WHOLE MEAL TASTE BETTER 





The vote that 
sweeps the nation! 


From coast to coast we proudly boast 
Our candidate’s the winner. 

Our only speech the crowd to reach 

Is Campbell’s Soup for dinner! 





“Every single can contains our business 
reputation.” That is our only “platform.” For 
whether or not the American housewife is to cast 
her daily vote for Campbell’s at the grocery store, 
depends on just one thing—that spoonful of 
Campbell’s Soup which she lifts to her lips. And 
her choice is shown in the amount of Campbell’s 
Soups she buys every day throughout the United 
States. 


Serve tonight Campbell’s Tomato Soup—that 
delicious blend of pure tomato juices, richly 
nourishing butter and tasty seasoning. Taste it 
critically. Let your own enthusiasm tell you why 
it is such an overwhelming favorite. 








For luncheon For dinner For supper 











21 kinds 
12 cents a can 





—_ 










* ty CAMPBELL Soup CoM 


AMDEN, N.J., US 
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YOUR EYE FIRST;; it will light to 


the charm of a really lovely worsted. 


amateur; 


New 


212 Fifth Avenue 


wM E-RERS & SONS 





ww lo lel 


your touch, be it ever so 
it will sense the almost 


silken luxury of the virgin Australian 


And there is a final test 
fashionable women always 


find infallible: look for the Reads’ 
trademark stamped inside the finished 
garment or on the back of the goods 
bought by the yard. 


Looms: Philadelphia 


York Paris 
101 Rue Réaumur 


17 


PHILADELPHIA 


Look for this trademark stamped inside the fabric 
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ELEANORA MUSGRAVE’S HUSBAND 


Phyllis Duganne’s Story 


(Continued from page 8 3) 


with unusual cleverness, into talking about 
himself. 

When the party finally broke up, and Wylie 
had bade them good night, Owen sank into 
his favorite chair on the piazza of their house. 
Eleanora, as Wylie had sat earlier that evening, 
was on the railing, her small silver- slippered 
feet crossed, her head resting against the 
wooden post. The moonlight shone over her 
face and throat, settled warmly on the coral- 
colored shawl that rose and fell with her 
breathing. The slight wind moved the lace 
ruffles, stirred her heavy dark hair. 

“T like that man Wylie,” said Owen 
abruptly. 

A smile twisted Eleanora’s lips, but she 
did not turn to look at him. One small 
hand caught at the fringe of her shawl and 
played with it, as though she were playing 
with a thought, and the smile did not dis- 
appear. What a girl she was, for her thirty- 
five years! She dropped the fringe, lifted her 
bare arms lazily. 

“I like him, too,” she returned. 

“Hm!” Owen snorted. ‘‘What’re you 
going to do with him, El?” 

‘Do with him, my dear?”’’ Eleanora’s voice 
was faintly mocking; her eyebrows shot up 
inquiringly, though still she did not turn. 

‘Yeah. It’s rather a shame to mess up 
his life, you know.’ 

‘hy, Owen!"’ That throaty laugh, one 
of the things for which Eleanora Musgrave was 
famous, sounded in the quiet night. ‘You 
must be drunker than I thought. This in- 
terest in a fellow creature is quite touching.” 

Owen shrugged. “Well, you’ve been 
known to dosuch things,”’ he remarked dryly. 

Somehow Eleanora did not take that state- 
ment as a compliment to her powers, to- 
night. Her face sobered, and she swung her 
feet to the floor and sat, facing her husband, 
looking down at the pointed toes of her 
slippers. 

“Do you—do you think he likes me?” 
she asked. 

Owen was silent, thoughtful. 

“He’s a funny sort of person,’”’ Eleanora 
continued, in a low voice, eyes still cast down. 
“*I—I like him awfully. He’s rather different 
from most of the men I’ve known. Somehow, 
I’m always tempted to make fun of him; he’s 
so serious about serious things, and so sort of 
—good—but then I don’t. He...” She 
seemed to realize abruptly that she was talking 
to her husband, and stopped. 

“‘He’s rather too good to be played with,” 
said Owen. “I don’t think he quite realizes 
what you're like, El.” 

Her face was again lighted to vivacity; 
her eyes gleamed at him. ‘And what am 
I like, my dear?” she demanded, mockingly. 

“Rather rotten,” said Owen, in a matter- 
of- fact voice 

“Beloved husband!” breathed Eleanora, 
Then gravity descended again and her eyes 
dropped to the floor. “I’m not rotten to 
him—honest, Owen.” 

‘Hmm. But I wouldn't play with him, 

” 

For a time they were silent, motionless in 
the still of the night, and Owen Musgrave 
studied his wife’s face. He felt rather in- 
trusive, as he watched her, in the moonlight; 
Eleanora was seldom off guard, and this 
soberly wistful expression was not for his 
eyes. The knowledge of new forces moving 
within her made him unusually alert; he 
Jooked away before she lifted her gaze quickly, 
interrogatively, to him. 

**T—I don’t think I am playing with him,” 
she said slowly. ‘“‘I—my dear Owen, if it’s 
at all possible, I think that maybe I’m a little 
bit in love with him. He. . . Isn’t that 
priceless?’’ But her smile, intended to be 


flippant, suave, missed its mark and faltered - 


back into wistfulness; she rose quickly and 
went to her room without another word. 


ONE N sat quiet, forgetful of the bottle on 
the table beside him, listening to his wife’s 
receding footsteps. It would be strange if 
Eleanora were really in love with Wylie. 
He hadn’t thought it possible. Ever since 
that unhappy affair with Peter Chappell, 
begun before their marriage—the precipitant 
of it, in fact—which had dragged so wearingly 
on through the years of her youth, Eleanora 
had been a shell, a gay, attractive exterior 
for nothing. She had been cruel, even, but 
Owen had always excused her cruelty because 
he felt that she was as incapable of realizing 
what hurt was like as she was, now, of being 
hurt herself. 

That expression of her face, as she had sat 
there with him in the moonlight, returned to 
his memory —a strange, full sort of expres- 
sion, the look of a woman who could still be 
greatly hurt. Could she be in love with 
Wylie? He considered it as disinterestedly 
as though Eleanora and Wylie were strangers 
to him. 

‘Dam’ fine thing for her!” he muttered, 
half aloud 

His mind, running on ahead with sudden 
ability, pictured Eleanora and Wylie together 


Eleanora restrained from her constant moc. 
ing, her petty hardnesses, by something whig 
she did not understand, and Wylie, intelj. 
gent, humorous, thinking her almost perfec, 
Wylie was treating Eleanora like , 
human ‘being; he was interested in her as 4 
person, not as the pretty, daring leader ¢ 
what Mrs. Edwin Harriman frequent) 
referred to, with acidity, as the “‘fast set.” 

And Eleanora was only thirty-five. Onh 
thirty-five—yet Owen realized how short th 
time must be, now, before her prettiness would 
fade, and with its fading, bring into shan 
outline the cruelty of her tongue, the smar 
insincerity of her conversation. Youth meay: 
so much to any woman, and so much mor 
than it rightly should to a woman like Ele. 
nora. She had squandered it wilfully, ha 
not bothered to make friends or ties; she hai 
carried everything before her in the storm ¢ 
her vivid little personality, the sweep of he 
power. He wondered just how much Wylie: 
love could do for her, and felt a mounting 
conviction that if Eleanora were still capabk 
of loving anything, it might do wonders. 

It would be nice to see Eleanora softened, 
restrained by actual understanding an 
sympathy. He hated to have her hard; tp 
watch her hurt people relentlessly, not realiz. 
ing. He couldn’t explain to them that sk 
wasn’t really cruel, that she had been tw 
hurt by life herself, either to know or car 
And as she grew older, there’d be need ¢ 
explanations: prettiness excuses so much, but 
middle age, with the unyielding lines it woul 
bring her. There was no use in being 
sentimental about it; even if he tried, k 
knew that he could do no more for Eleanon 
than she for him—which was little enough 
But another man, a decent man... W: 
was so thoroughly decent, so thoroughly a 
embodiment of all the qualities which Eleanon! 
lacked. Strange that she should like him 
he was an entirely new type to her, that typ 
which she had always before labeled, befor 
she discarded it, as “‘too good.” 

““By God,” said Owen Musgrave suddenly 
looking up at the moon as though to shar 
with it his surprise in his own decision, “! 
think I'll make a match of it! 


ITH entire sobriety and the morning su 

high in the sky, Owen remembered hij 
decision of the night before, grinned, and ther 
whistled to himself. Even the daylight di 
not dissolve the strength of his conviction 
Eleanora and Wylie . . . 

He found himself watching his wife spec 
latively that morning, feeling sympathy fq 
the feverish activity of her life. While & 
breakfasted on the veranda, he could hear he 
voice, laughing, gay, float from the tenn 
court where she was playing with you 
Saunders, could occasionally see the flash d 
her scarlet dress through the trees, when s 
bounded forward to return a ball. Amazing 
woman, Eleanora! Because the one low 
affair that had really touched her had gon 
wrong, she had thrown her whole life inti 
this strenuous business of being a leader, 
power in Marsden society, a perfect hostes 

Wylie appeared at the house for luncheon 
and Owen, through the screen of his habitu 
sodden dullness, watched them together. | 
was curious, the effect that Wylie had upo 
her; the little bitter comments that gave ze 
to Eleanora’s conversation were less frequeft 
and when they tumbled from her lips wer 
received by an almost imperceptible disap 
approval on Wylie’s part; an invisible, 
real, repentance, on Eleanora’s. Eleano 
was to be Wylie’s partner in a foursome at # 
club that afternoon, and they were still si 
ing on the veranda, sprawled lazily in 
sunlight after luncheon, when Peggy appeart 
with Nurse. 

“T don’t think Miss Peggy feels very well, 
Nurse explained their intrusion, with a faint 
defiant apology of manner. ‘I wonder, Mr 
Musgrave .. .” 

Eleanora broke off her conversation wil 
Wylie impatiently. 

jhat’s the matter, kid?” She held o 
her hand gracefully, and Peggy approaché 
her. 

“Nothing, Mother.” The child stoo 
stolidly uninterested in her mother’s questi 
her eyes moving about the unfamiliar verané 
to which she so seldom came, taking in 
surroundings. The expression of her 4 
eyes changed slightly as they rested om 
huge silver bowl of flowers; then immobililf 
again. After his first quick glance at } 
daughter, Owen’s gaze turned to Wylie. 72 
tall man was leaning back in his chair, ® 
brows drawn a little together, fingers strut 
ming on his knee. The interview was brié 
Peggy and Nurse were dispatched, am 
Eleanora turned back, with a delightful 
of apology for the interruption, to her gue 
But it had been a thorough interruption; ™ 
thread of Wylie’s interest in what they b# 
been saying was snapped; his _thougll 
seemed scattered. Owen watched, 
amused half sympathetic. 

(Continued on page 94) 
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—a costume complete—by E. M. A. Steinmetz 


A luxurious coat of ermine for 
which a gown of poppy vel- 
vet forms vivid background. 


Stein 2 Blaine 


Furriers Dressmakers ~ Tailors 
13 and 15 West 57th Street 
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while Eleanora recaptured his attention, much 
as one coaxes a frightened child back to a 
room where there has been an inexplicable 
and terrifying noise. 

After they had gone to the club, he con- 
sidered the scene. If he were really sincere 
in this business of bringing about a match 
between Eleanora and Wylie, the first move 
was obviously the removal of Peggy. He 
wondered how many times the child’s ap- 
pearance and Eleanora’s reception of her, 
had pushed the growing intensity of Wylie’s 
affection back within him, like a frost holding 
back the early flowering of fruit trees. He 
rose uncertainly, and climbed the stairs to 
the nursery, a long sunny room at the back 
of the house, where Peggy sat on the floor, 
playing listlessly with a doll. 

“It’s her stomach, sir,” Nurse offered, 
looking up from her sewing at Owen in the 
doorway. ‘‘Cook says she got into the straw- 
berry a last ev ening. She’s a naughty 
girl, that’s what she is. 

Disinterestedly, Peggy’s eyes lifted to Nurse 
at this information; she glanced at her father, 
returned to her doll. 

Owen felt a pang at the resigned loneliness 
of the child. He crossed to her side, leaned 
over her awkwardly. 

‘Like strawberries, Peggy?” 

Her grin was reminiscent of Eleanora’s— 
faint, a little cynical, as she nodded her head. 

““Worth a tummyache, eh?” 

Interest lighted her eyes; it was obvious 
that she was now considering Owen as an 
intelligent human being. She chuckled sud- 
denly, and Owen felt as flattered as though 
an entire dinner table had roared apprecia- 
tively at some sally. 

“T’m goin’ fishing this afternoon,” he said 
confidently. ‘‘How still can you keep?” 

The little girl’s laugh was bitter, and Owen 
Musgrave blushed. How still could she 
keep, indeed! 

‘It won ’t hurt her, will ite” he inquired of 
Nurse. ‘To go with me? 


URSE, too, seemed to be of the mind that 

a little parental interest might not be 
dangerous, and they left the house together, 
Peggy’s face solemn with the importance of 
the rods she was carrying. On the river, 
Owen found his attention straying from the 
bait at the end of his line to the still figure, 
bent breathlessly over her own rod, in the 
bow. 

“Like to fish, kid?” 

She nodded, without speaking. 

Owen noted with approval that, unlike 
most fisherwomen, she was not constantly 
mistaking ripples in the water for bites; she 
watched, with the air of one noting every 
detail, when he hauled in the first fish. She 
was, to him, curiously like Eleanora, yet 
curiously distinct; he found that her quiet- 
ness accentuated a personality every bit as 
vivid, if totally different, from her mother’s. 
Suddenly her eyes widened, grew round and 
staring; deep color crept to her temples, and 
her small mouth compressed as she began, 
wordlessly, to reel in her line. 

“Gotta bite?” he inquired, catching some 
of her silent excitement. 

“Yes!” she panted. 

His first desire to take the rod from her 
and insure safe landing to the creature that 
buckled and splashed at the other end of the 
line was stayed by her intensity. After all, 
what did one fish matter? He'd let the kid 
try it; and when her left hand shot out, in 
imitation of himself, and seized the line and the 
mouth of the dripping fish, flipping him ex- 
pertly into the boat, Owen grunted apprecia- 
tively 

‘Pretty!”’ he said. ‘“‘Want me to take 
him off the hook for you?” 

“No.” Excited fingers fumbled with the 
hook, and the color in her cheeks deepened 
as she extricated it, caught the slippery fish 
firmly in her hand and examined it. Her 
eyes met his and a glance of absolute friend- 
liness passed between them. 

Owen felt an unaccountable sense of pride. 
It wasn’t every kid who could catch a fish 
like that! Deft, she was, and efficient; she 
didn’t waste any time, either; already the 
freshly baited hook lay deep in the water. 

‘Good kid,” said Owen. 

She smiled happily, and he reached across, 
unmindful of the ripples which his motion 
sent shooting across the surface of the river, 
and patted her hand. 


At FIVE o'clock, they saw Eleanora’s 
car return. From the corner of his eye, 
Owen saw his wife and Wylie wander down to 
the cove beyond the house. 

“Peggy, how would you like to go off on 
a fishing trip with me for a week?”’ he asked. / 

“ Daddy!” 

Owen grinned. The kid could become en- 
thusiastic, after all. She was prettier so, 
too; her mouth was charming when she 
smiled. 

“You would, eh? We'll ask your mother.” 

They were hand in hand when they returned 


with their fish; cocktails were being served op 
the piazza, and Owen had just promise) 
Peggy to sit with her in the nursery whik 
she ate her supper. 

“Ready for your drink, Owen?” They 
was a radiance in Eleanora’ s face, a softness 
of eyes and lips which he had not seen then 
since she was a girl. Even while she waite 
her husband’s answer, her gaze wandered bag 
to Wylie, clung to him with an almost trep. 
ulous sweetness of expression. 

Owen felt self-conscious and a little ashame 
as he explained that he was going up-staip 
with Peggy. Then, at the arching of he 
brows, defiance seized him. Why shouldn; 
he go to the nursery, if he wanted to? If 
preferred Peggy’s company to Eleanor 
and Wylie’s, there was nothing so blatantly 
sentimental ‘about it! He wanted the coc. 
tail—Owen Musgrave always wanted a cock 
tail, but he could have it later. 

He was glad, though, for her sake, tha 
Wylie had gone, when he came down-stair 
Eleanora turned the flootl of her irony upm 
him. “Reclaimed by a lit-tul child!” sh 
mocked. “Papa, do not take that likker!’ 
She addressed him as “‘ Papa” throughout the 
meal, and Owen was divided between a de. 
sire to shake her and a mounting defiance. 

“T think I'll take Peggy up to Black Croy 
with me this week,” he said, as they sit 
drinking their coffee. 

Eleanora’s brows lifted. ‘Really, Owen?” 

“Yeah. El, do you realize that the kids 
lonely?” 

“How absurd!”’ Eleanora was a trifle im 
patient; Wylie had been bothering her abou 
Peggy, too, that day. And she _ hada’ 


wanted him to scold her; somehow it hut & 


“She has Nurse, and the Harriman kids com 
over to play with her quite often.” 

‘“‘T wonder if your friend Wylie woulda‘ 
think a little more of you if you were a de 
center mother?” asked Owen abruptly. 

Her blush reminded him of Peggy, anda 
the same time strengthened his conviction 
that taking Peggy away was the best possible 
thing for them all. Eleanora, evidently, 
—_ beginning to sense Wylie’s feeling «bout 

er. 

“Don’t be absurd, Owen.” Her eye 
looked beyond him, lost their worried expres 
sion in a sudden dreaminess. She leaned to 
ward him confidently, as though she wer 
going to speak; then her parted lips com 
pressed, and she returned to her coffee 
“T think it’s awfully amusing of you to take 
the kid,” she said lightly. 

“Hmm!” said Owen, looking at her cur- 
ously, “so do I.” 


WEN MUSGRAVE had never mate 

many friends, but even so, he was aston 
ished at the rapidity with which the friend 
ship between himself and his reserved young 
companion flourished. On his own part, le 
felt a tremendous respect for the small female 
person who accompanied him. ~She was the 
most perfect comrade for a fishing party he 
had ever encountered, and she faced every 
difficulty which came up—the rain. that 
soaked her bed in the little cabin that firs 
night, the field rats that got into their supplies, 
even the great trout that broke her line and 
swam away with it—with a philosophy that 
was not mere stupid resignation, but that 
was a definite control over herself. 

That first evening had been so filled with 
difficulties that they had little to say to one 
another; rain poured down, and there wer 
chinks in the logs of the cabin to be stuffed 
with rags, blankets to be dried before the 
stove. But when darkness lowered over the 
woods the second evening, and Peggy hal 
dried the dishes which Owen washed, it wa' 
already eight o’clock, her bedtime, and Owen 
felt reluctance at letting her slip away from 
him into sleep. Their conversation wa 
rambling, trifling almost; yet, more and mort 
it was building up for Owen the personality @ 
the little girl. He liked the directness of he! 
mind, Eleanora’s directness, touched by none 
of Eleanora’s bewildering violence. A yaw 
and the heaviness of her eyelids struck com- 
punction to Owen's heart, and bundling het 
off to bed, he wandered out into the moonlight 
alone. 

The fish did not bite the next morning, an 
Owen, holding his rod lightly, became lo# 
in the complexities of the triangle in which he 

was a third point. He hoped fervently that 
Eleanora and Wylie were coming to an under 
standing; he wanted more and more to st 
them married, to see Eleanora find her chantt 
at happiness. This close association = 
Peggy had brought back memories of 
first months of their marriage, when, if the 
had not been really lovers, they were at leas 
pals, as they fished together along the uppt 
Lamont and planned the great house, 
Sycamores, which was to change Marsden’ 
summer colony from Maine to that lovely 
country just ten miles beyond the town itsel 

Eleanora had been always a sport and? 
thoroughbred; if she had married him, n0 

(Continued on page 96) 
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The Packard Single-Eight is the 
literal embodiment of the ulti- 
mate degree of fine motoring. 


Principles never before applied 
to a motor car have made pos 
sible a luxury of riding, con- 
trol, and performance beyond 
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anything heretofore recorded. 


It is significant that this great 
undertaking was in the hands of 
Packard engineers. In the minds 
of American motoriststhisestab- 
lishes, once and for all, the high 


character of the achievement. 





But, naturally, an advance into 
the higher realms of motoring so 
pronounced and unprecedent- 
ed is difficult to describe. It is 
best understood only after you 
have had the unique experience 


of riding in the Single-Fight. 


Packard Single-Eight Furnished in Nine Distinguished Body Types, Open and Enclosed 
Packard Single-Six Furnished in Eleven Popular Body Types, Open and Enclosed 
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One those beautifully For figures a trifle more full Dainty and trim is this rub- 
poised Modarts for the a Modart offers correct sup- ber top corset. An elastic 
woman of average figure port without restraint. band goes entirely around. | 
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( 
I/F = Modart Has Everything 
to Do With It 


OME women seem to have a gift of 
gracing every garment they put on. 
Pounds have very little to do with it. Pro- 
portion has much to do with it. The Modart 
has everything to do with it. 


Light and pliantly boned, seeming to know 
just where to be firm and where to yield, 
the Modart is exquisitely fine in design, a 
real creation; free, comfortable, and always 
exact to the slightest detail. 


More than a million women know that this 
art of wearing clothes correctly depends up- 
on wearing the correct corset—a Modart. 


You will find the Modart at your favorite 
store; made in beautiful models to fit every 
figure and priced within reach of every purse. 


If you should desire further information about Modart 
Corsets, write for Book of Fall Styles, illustrating and 
describing the latest Modart Models. From $3.50 up 
MODART CORSET COMPANY 
SAGINAW, MICHIGAN 













THERE IS NO OTHER CORSET JUST LIKE THE MODART 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


ELEANORA MUSGRAVE’S HUSBAND 


Phyllis Duganne’s Story 


(Continued from page 04) 


for love, but only to fill the emptiness which 
Peter Chappell’s departure had left, with 
a home and a chance at the social leadership 
she had so rapidly captured from Mrs. Edwin 
Harriman, she had at least been frank about 
it. She deserved a fuller sort of happiness 
than she had ever had. His respect, his 
liking for Eleanora, was making him, as the 
years progressed, dread the hardness that 
was creeping into her character, and he clung 
to the idea of her falling really in love. The 
only flaw in the entire scheme was Peggy, 
and Eleanora’s curious lack of interest in 
the child. It crystallized, for Wylie, that 
least pleasant side of her character, that lack 
of sympathy and understanding which Owen 


| felt so strongly was not deeply rooted. 


TUG at his line brought him up straight, 

and suddenly he became conscious of 
Peggy, looking at him with her clear child’s 
eyes, as though she comprehended a little 
that he was worried and disturbed. How 
still she had been, how patient and dear! 
He smiled at her, and she smiled back, her 
lips and eyes answering him. 

“Dear Daddy!” she said. 

Owen blinked. ‘You should have kicked 
me, or something,” he said. “I forgot all 
about you—I was thinking.” 

She smiled tolerantly, but only pride lay 
in her gaze as she watched him. 

“You’re a good kid,” said Owen. “We 
ought to have lots of fun together.”’ 

She nodded. ‘‘Are we going fishing again 
some time?” she asked wistfully. 

“Fishing!” said Owen, scornfully. “‘Why, 
we're going all sorts of places together, Peggy! 
We'll travel—shall we? Shall we go to 
Africa and hunt lions?”’ He grinned. 

“And Japan, Daddy? And China? And— 
India?” 

He assented gravely. ‘“‘ All over the world. 
We'll ride on camels, and climb up the pyra- 
mids, and .. .” 

It didn’t matter that the fish were coy; they 
chattered on happily, and late that evening, 
after Peggy was asleep, Owen recalled their 
conversation and was amazed at the reality 
it had for him. After all, why shouldn't 
they go about the world together? That ad- 
miring, almost worshipful look in Peggy’s 
eyes as she listened to his tales of what they 
could see together, still warmed him. She 
was a good kid! 

He went into the cabin to see if she were 
asleep, and she rolled over drowsily at his 
appearance beside her cot, and put her arms 
up, clasped them tight about his neck and 
drew his face down to hers. “I love you!” 
Very sleepily; her voice was heavy with fa- 
tigue, and she dropped back into regular 
breathing while he sat there. 

Owen watched, his body tense in the effort 
not to disturb her. Why shouldn’t they go 
over the world together? If Eleanora mar- 
ried Wylie, what would there be for him, 
anyway? He was received now only because 
of her; his social graces were not such 
that he was a guest in great demand. 
The sudden picture of himself, Eleanora 
Musgrave’s husband as he really was, hurt 
him for the first time. Not much of a 
father to this child who lay nestled against 
him! And yet he wasn’t really so bad. 
Merely dull, heavy; Eleanora Musgrave’s 
stupid husband... . 

If Eleanora was still young, with such great 
chance of happiness before her, wasn’t he 
young, too, as open to happiness in life? 
He was only thirty-seven; he had money 
enough to do what he liked. And he didn’t 
have to be alone; here, beside him, was a com- 
rade as lonely and as free from ties as himself, 
a comrade who wanted him, perhaps even 
needed him! If Eleanora did marry Wylie. 
. . . He found himself hoping, not for her 
sake, now, but for his own, that she would. 
It would leave him quite free, quite foot-loose. 
It opened vistas of which he had never 
dreamed. Eleanora was a dear, of .course, 
but without her to mock, to bewilder, to 
belittle him, and with Peggy to worship, to 
share, what couldn’t he do? 

He straightened suddenly, shoulders set 
further back than Owen Musgrave’s shoulders 
had set tor years, and his throat felt choked 
with the infinite possibilities of life, as he bent 
over and kissed Peggy’s forehead. 


HEN they drove down the road to The 

Sycamores in the old station wagon, and 
Owen joimed Eleanora and Wylie on the 
veranda, Peggy quite naturally followed him 
and curled up at one end of the hammock, her 
arm resting with a proprietary air across his 
knees, her dark eyes uninterested in her 
mother and the guest. Eleanora and Wylie 
were having tea, and Owen’s heart had leaped 
almost to his mouth at the new shyness, the 
constraint in Wylie’s manner as they shook 
hands. Had it really come? 

“T think you’d better run up-stairs, Peggy,” 
said Eleanora. “I want to talk to your father, 
ee ees 

Like a puppy, commanded by a stranger, 


Peggy’s eyes searched her father’s face. }y 
leaned over and kissed her, unashamed. 

ll be with you pretty soon, dear,” ye 
said. ‘‘Why don’t you get into your swim. 
ming suit and go down to the cove? It’s , 
lovely day.” 

Eleanora was impatient throughout their 
parting; Peggy had to fling her arms about his 
neck and kiss him again; there was some 
whispering back and forth—‘‘ You'll ask her if 
we can go to Africa, Daddy?”—before the 
little girl departed. 

“Owen, Carl and I—no, don’t go away, 
Carl!” Her hand detained him affectionately: 
her eyes were luminous. Wylie, embarrassed 
by what was to come, had started towards the 
further end of the piazza. There was no con- 
straint, no embarrassment, nothing but the 
mere statement of fact in Eleanora’s voice as 
she addressed her husband. “Carl and I want 
to be married. He’s been in love with me for 
some time, but I—I didn’t know, at first. It 
seemed so new and strange that I should love 
any one. But I do.” 


ER eyes turned to Wylic, and _ they 
smiled pride, love, shining in Eleanora’s 
face. 

“Tm glad,” said Owen, from the depths of 
his heart. ‘I hoped you'd both see it this 
way.” He, too, turned to Wylie, and smiled, 
‘I don’t have to tell you how fond I am of 
Eleanora, or how much I want her happiness, 
You know, of course, that we simply haven't 
hit it off. We've always been friends and I 
hope we always will be.” 

Wylie’s clasp was fervent, and Eleanora 
stared. What Owen was this? What Owen 
who seemed unashamed at sentiment, who 
spoke, clearly and concisely, out in meeting? 
Her eyes traveled over him; strangely he 
seemed less sodden, less self-apologetic. Was 
it her own new happiness that so changed 
everything? 

“T felt like a cad,” Wylie was saying. 
“Another man’s wife, you know. Even 
though I knew—how it was between you.” 

Eleanora stirred. After all, this was her 
affair, not Owen’s. 

“T’d like to get the divorce as soon as we 
can, Owen.” 

‘I’m at your service.” 

She flushed slightly. “I suppose—there’s 
only one way here in New York. But...” 

“That’s out of the question,” cut in Owen 
curtly. 

Eleanora stared at him. ‘“ But—why, 
Owen, everyone knows it doesn’t mean any- 
thing! It can be done very quietly. Sealed 
papers or something.’ Her eyes were still 
wide at that crispness of his refusal. 

“You'll have to go away,” Owen said. 

“You have to think of Peggy,’’ Wylie put 
in. “Alter ah...” 

“‘ Peggy!” said Eleanora. ‘‘Why, Peggy's 
only a baby! She won’t care.’’ She looked 
from her husband to her lover, and the sudden 
gravity of their expressions, the unanimity of 
it, roused her. “My heavens, Owen, isn’t ita 
little late to start worrying about your spot- 
less reputation?” 

She saw Wylie’s distaste at her scratch, and 
Owen’s flush. 

“It isn’t my reputation, exactly,’’ Owen 
said slowly. ‘‘ Wylie’s right—I am thinking of 
Peggy. She doesn’t know—yet—that I’m 
such a bore. Perhaps she won’t ever. She 
... He started, seemed to catch himself. 
““Why don’t you run over to Paris?’’ he sug- 
gested. “It’s easy enough to get a divorce 
there, and you can do some shopping. You 
haven’t been over for some time.” 





LEANORA made a gesture of impatience. 
She was disturbed by that reproach which 
Wylie had shared with Owen, disturbed that 
even for a moment the two men had shared 
disapproval of her. ‘You two old idiots!” 
She grinned at Wylie, and then dropped her 
eyes at the look in his. ‘Oh, all right. 
Se 

“Peggy and I are going to take a trip to- 
gether,” Owen said. 

Eleanora laughed, that throaty laugh that 
was usually so infectious. ‘‘Owen, you're too 
amusing. Do you really want to take Peggy 
on a trip?” 

Owen nodded. “Yes, I want Peggy,” he 
said. 

There was a silence. Owen wondered if 
Eleanora had fully understood; she was 
silent, overwhelmed by the constraint that 
had fallen between herself and Wylie. It was 
Wylie who finally spoke, addressing her. 

‘“‘Eleanora,” he demanded bluntly, “what 
did you ever have Peggy for?” 

She stared at him, then shrugged. “Oh, I 
didn’t like other women to have something 08 
me,” she said lightly. ‘‘ You know how they 
always spouting about the joys of mother 
hood. Every woman should have a child. 

. It’s an experience!” 

“An experience for the child, too, presuml- 
ably,’ Wylie responded, dryly. 

“What do you mean?” 

(Continued on page 08) 
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HANGNAILS and COARSE RAGGED 











TWO THINGS CAUSE THEM 


The first is neglect. As the nail grows the skin stretches and pulls out until it cracks 
and splits. Then the cracks spread and you have hangnails to make things worse! 
The second cause is cutting. When you try to snip off the little split edges you cannot 
help cutting the live cuticle. This makes fresh cuticle grow back rapidly in coarse 
uneven bumps! 


The photograph to the left shows you what NOT to do. The photograph to the 
right shows you how neglected cuticle grows fast on the nail and splits. 





make you ashamed of your hands 


The right way 
to correct them 
—— are two reasons for that ragged 


coarse cuticle that makes you ashamed 
of your hands. 


The first cause is neglect. If you neglect 
your cuticle it grows fast to the nail. Then 
as the nail grows the skin stretches and 
pulls out until it cracks and splits. These 
cracks make the nail rim ragged and catch 
dirt and germs. This is ugly and embar- 
rassing enough in itself, but the cracks spread 
and make hangnails that are a constant danger 
of infection and are often really painful. 


The second cause is cutting the cuticle. 
When you see the jagged rim of dry cuticle 
and horrid little raw spots that come from 
neglect are you tempted to take thescissorsand 


try to trim the skin away until you have a 
smooth even rim? That only makes it worse! 


For if you cut the cuticle you cannot fail 
to wound a most sensitive place—the nail 
root. It lies only one-twelfth of an inch 
below the skin and your scissors are sure to 
snip through it. Then, to protect the hurt, 
the fresh cuticle grows back so rapidly that 
it is coarse and lumpy. 


The right way to make ragged 
cuticle smooth 


However, there is a simple method that 
gives a rim of smooth even cuticle safely 
and quickly. Five minutes attention with 
Cutex once or twice a week keeps the cuticle 
from growing fast to the nail and removes 
the surplus skin as the fresh grows out and 
the old dies. 


Directions: —Dip the end of the Cutex 
orange stick wrapped with cotton in the 
bottle of Cutex Cuticle Remover. Then 
work gently around the base of each nail, 
rubbing any particles of dry cuticle that 
cling to the nail. Rinse the fingers and all 
the surplus cuticle wipes away. How fresh 
and even the nail rim is. White, smooth 
and free from the nail as it ought to be. 
To bleach the nail tips work the Cutex 
stick still wet beneath each nail tip. Instant- 
ly they are stainless and transparent. 


To complete the manicure 
Finish this lovely manicure with one of 
the splendid Cutex Polishes. The new 
Powder Polish gives a charming brilliance 
that lasts a whole week with just a few 
strokes on the palm of the hand or with the 
buffer. Cutex Cake Polish is for those who 

prefer the solid form. The Paste 
Polish is equally good and there 





is a new Cutex Liquid Polish for 











a particularly high, lasting lustre. 


Keep a bottle of Cutex on your dressing 
table and care for the cuticle this safe way. 
It and the other Cutex preparations are 
only 35c each. The manicure sets contain 
the Cuticle Remover, Polishes and all the 
other preparations necessary for a com- 
plete manicure, 60c, $1.00, $1.50 and 
$3.00. At all drug and department stores 
in the United States and Canada and 
chemist shops in England. 


Introductory Set— 
Now only 12c 

Fill out this coupon and mail it with 12¢ 
in coin or stamps for the Introductory Set 
containing trial sizes of Cutex Cuticle Re- 
mover, Powder Polish, Liquid Polish, 
Cuticle Cream (Comfort), emery board 
and orange stick. Address Northam 
Warren, 114 West 17th St., New York, 
or if you live in Canada, Dept. H 11,200 
Mountain St., Montreal, Canada. 

















1 | | Elsie MacKay’'s shapely, well-kept hands. 
r 





Photo by Ira L. Hill Studios 
Five minutes attention with Cutex will give you that smooth 
im around the nail base—that lovely gleaming lustre. 





CUTICLE 








Street 


MAIL THIS COUPON WITH 12c TODAY 


NORTHAM WARREN, Dept. H 11 


114 West 17th St., New York 


I enclose 12¢ in stamps or coin for new Introductory Set 
containing enough Cutex for six manicures. 
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(Continued from page 96) 


Owen looked at Wylie apprehensively. 

“Sometimes it seems strange to me that 
you can care so little for her,” he said slowly. 
“We're being frank, so I'll be, too. I thought 
at first that it was because she was Owen’s 
child. But you don’t dislike Owen. I mean, 
there’s no hatred, no bitterness. That 
wouldn’t bother you.” He looked up at her, 
and she waited breathlessly. 

“You—you like kids, don’t you, Carl?” 
she asked, when he did not go on. 

He nodded. “And I like people to like 
them,” he said. 

“Oh!” said Eleanora faintly. 

Peggy’s voice, calling her father, broke this 
new silence. 

“Be right down!”’ Owen called. 
and turned to his wife. “‘You and Wylie de- 
cide on arrangements. I'll do whatever you 
say. Except, of course...” He smiled, 
left the sentence unfinished, and went into the 
house. 

. Eleanora raised her head and stared after 
im. 


He rose, 


Wires breaking of the silence that had 
hung between them for so long bore 
definite fruit. After dinner that evening, 
Eleanora turned suddenly to Owen, her face 
flushed. 

“Owen, I’m going to take Peggy to Paris 
with me,” she said bluntly. 

“Oh?” said Owen. 

“Yes. I—Carl is right. I ought to know 
her better. I’ve been—neglectful. We've 
decided that I'll sail on the Ruritania Friday.” 
She paused. 

“Sorry,” said Owen quietly, 
let you take Peggy. I’m taking her myself.” 

Eleanora stared at him. ‘“ But, Owen...” 

Something stirred the placidity of Owen 
Musgrave’s manner. His face whitened, and 
he let his hand drop to the table. 

“If you want a divorce, I’m quite willing 
that you should get it,” he said. ‘‘ But it’s to 
be understood that I’m going to have Peggy. 
She’s been neglected long enough, and now 
that we’ve become friends, I’m not going to 
risk any more loneliness and unhappiness for 
her. I want her 

Eleanora’s ral was flushed, and there was 
panic in her eyes. “But, Owen—you don’t 
understand. I’ve got to have her!” 

“Got to!” said Owen angrily. “I think 
Peggy has suffered enough through your sel- 
fishness, Eleanora. Just because you’re sud- 
denly afraid you’re going to lose Wylie! . . .” 

The blow struck deep; Eleanora sank into 
a chair and buried her face in her hands. 
— I do love him, Owen. And... .” 

“Tm sorry,’ ” said Owen, again. 

Her surprise at his sudden strength, the 
worry and unhappiness that the talk with 
Wylie had given her, welled up in Eleanora; 
she stumbled to her feet and went up to her 
room. 

Owen sat silent, sorry for his wife, sorry for 
Wylie, but strong in the conviction that he 
was right. He felt a certain thrill in taking 
a stand and holding to it, in being strong after 
so many years of weakness. Eleanora would 
have to work out her own destiny from this 
point; at first, his one desire had been her 
happiness, but now that was changed. Peggy 
had crept into his consciousness, a human 
being, too, and there were Peggy and himself, 
as Peggy’s father, to be considered. 





“but I can’t 


HE lack of interest which Peggy had al- 

ways had for The Sycamores, with the 
exception of her own nursery and the great 
fascinating kitchen, was abolished now. It 
was her father’s home, and she wanted to 
explore every corner where he went, every 
room in which his life was lived. She found 
him breakfasting on the enclosed veranda, 
overlooking the river, and sat gravely in the 
chair opposite his, chattering while he ate. 

They were so deep in conversation that 
neither of them heard Eleanora’s approach; 
it was only when she spoke that they looked 
up. She was standing in the doorway, pale 
and tired, with drooping lines about her mouth, 
furrows deep between her dark eyes. She 
crossed to Peggy’s side, laid her hand gently 
on the child’s shoulder. 

Peggy stared up at her in amazement, at 
the unhappy face, the heavy eyes. Then her 
glance darted across to her father, read there 
the troubled sympathy of his gaze. There 
was a moment’s silence, tense, oppressive, 
after the gaiety of their chatter. Peg; 
wriggled, and suddenly, frightened by some- 
thing she did not understand, she scuttled 
wordlessly from the room, as her mother sat 
down in the chair at Owen’s right. 

Eleanora watched her, and when the door 
banged, her head dropped limply to the table 
and she burst into tears. 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” said Owen, genuinely 
touched by the misery of his wife’s bent 
figure. He went to her and laid his arm pro- 
tectingly about her shoulders, sat on the arm 
of her chair, patting her sy mpathetically. 

“IT wish I was dead!” said Eleanora bit- 
terly. “I—oh, Owen .. .” 
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“Buck up!” said Owen. “You're over. 
tired. This last day has been hectic. Diq 
you slcep at all? Buck up, El—you'll fee 
all right pretty soon.’ 

She smiled bitterly. “Oh, I don’t blame 
her for being afraid of me, ” she said. “ But—” 

“You're tired out,’ ” Owen repeated softly, 
‘“‘Here—have some coffee.” He poured jt 
out for her, made her drink it. “These 
affairs are always nerve racking. The trip 
across will do you good. Please, old girl . 

She smiled again, faintly. ‘‘ You're better 
to me than I deserve, Owen. Oh, gosh— 
what a life!” 

She was so tired that he sent her to her 
room, prepared an opiate and made her drink 
it. Back in the living-room, he sat down, 
wondering if there was anything he could do. 
After luncheon, Eleanora was still in her room, 
and Owen, suddenly determined, went to the 
garage and took out the car, drove down the 
road to Wylie’s house. 

Carl Wylie was bouncing a tennis ball 
against a wall, whistling cheerfully, and his 
face flushed with surprise at Owen’s appear- 
ance. They sat down on the bench at the 
side of the tennis court, lighted cigarets. 

“T don’t think Eleanora will be ready to 
sail Friday,” said Owen. ‘‘She’s exhausted, 
All shot up nervously. This business of 
Peggy.’ He paused, considered the end of 
his cigaret. Wylie was silent. 

“T think I'll clear out—with the kid—as 
soon as I can get ready,” he continued. 
“Then you'll feel more free to come to the 
house, and Eleanora’ll be able to get herself 
into shape.” 

- Awfully decent of you,” Wylie murmured, 

“Hmm,” said Owen. He turned suddenly, 
: alf smiling, to the other man. ‘You know, 

Wylie, you mustn’t be too hard on El,” he 
said quietly. ‘‘She’s had a rotten life, and 
being married to me hasn’t been anything to 
make a woman sing about it. Where Peggy’s 
concerned—” He paused, searching words, 
“Tt’s hard to explain. But Eleanora hasn't 
dared to let herself soften toward anything, 
for fear she’d be hurt. She’s been rather 
badly hurt, you know. It was just sort of 
self-protection that kept her from being more 
interested in the kid. She ... You're the 
first person she’s ever permitted herself to 
care about, you know. It’s rather a responsi- 
bility.” He broke off, rose. ‘I'll let you 
know when I leave,” he said. 

Wylie’s hand went out silently; their eyes 
smiled for an instant. 

“*So long,” said Owen. 

“So long. And—thanks.” 

Wylie stood quietly where Owen had lef 
him, watching the short, dark man step into 
the car, drive away. 


BU the day’s interviews were not over for 
Owen. He returned to find Eleanor 
dressed, waiting on the veranda for him. She 
had obviously not slept; her face was whiter, 
more drawn, but her eyes were shining 
with an almost feverish brightness. 

“Owen! I’ve got to talk with you. I’ve 
been a fool. I—would you mind coming 
inside?” 

He followed her to the library, where she 
backed up against a table, hands resting be- 
hind her, chin lifted high. 

“Owen, I can’t marry Carl!” she said, 
speaking very quickly. ‘‘I don’t deserve any 
happiness like that. I’ve spent my whole 
life avoiding my duty, but I see it now. I’ve 
been beastly. But I’m not going to be any 
longer.” Her breath came quickly, and color 
had crept into her pale cheeks. That fevered, 
almost fanatical light, deepened in her eyes. 

“I’m going to stay with you, Owen. With 
you and Peggy. My duty is with you. I’m 
going to be a decent wife—honestly, Owen— 
and I’m going to try to make Peggy love me. 

A little smile twisted Owen’s lips. Eleanora 
reached forward and took his hand. 

“Don’t you see, Owen? Don’t you under 
stand?” 

“5 understand, El,” he said, with tolerant 
kindness. ‘‘You’re tired and nervous. But 
that’s all rot, of course.’ 

She shook her head, leaned toward him 
earnestly. “It isn’t rot, Owen. I mead 
every word of it. I’m going to stay with you 
and Peggy. I’m going to give up— 

“Nonsense!” interrupted Owen flatly. 
“Sit down, Eleanora. You’re not going © 
do anything of the sort. Other consider 
tions aside, I don’t want you to.” 

EL le: anora sat down weakly. 

“You're overtired, and you've worked 
yourself into a fine dramatic state,” © 
tinued Owen smoothly. “I’ve just been ové 
to see Wylie and I told him that Peggy an 
I were clearing out as soon as we could. I 
think we can catch the Ruritania and y% 
can make your plans when you're mot 
rested. We—” 

“But, Owen—” 

“Listen to me, Eleanora. It’s very prety 
—this idea of giving up all for duty, but youl 
be bored with it in a month. You have# 

(Concluded on page 100) 
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rs LINCOLN PRESTIGE 


The respect the Lincoln enjoys among 
rink owners of fine cars is based on no single 
do phase of excellence. Impressive as are its 
~ several qualities, these alone could not sufh- 
bal ciently account for the universally high 
ear estimation in which this car is held. 


ye This esteem goes beyond the technical 
1 of excellence of the car itself, striking as that 
~as excellence is. It is deeper than any appre- 
the ciation for beauty of line and luxury of 
appointment could make it. 


he It goes, in fact, down to the bed rock of 
g t unshaken confidence in the organization 
= behind the Lincoln—of firm conviction that 
the the vast resources available for the purpose 
not are sincerely devoted to making and keeping 
Et this car the finest it is possible to build. 





eye LINCOLN MOTOR COMPANY 


DIVISION OF FORD MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICH. 
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Baron de Meyer’s Article 


(Concluded from page 53) 


handwork is lavished on an evening wrap of 
ermine with a hoodlike cape, cubistic in 
atmosphere and design, but harmonious in 
color—jade-green, coral, and black. 


ONE’s TASTE May BE VARIED 


We seemed to have wandered far away from 
Chanel’s restraint and standardized fashions, 
but i faut y en avoir pour tous les gouts. 

Angela, if left to follow her own inclination, 
might easily be induced to wear futuristic 
gowns for shopping, so I had to be rather 
severe with her, but I can admire and appre- 
ciate any sort of clothes, and wherever I find 
them, if they are good of their kind. I am as 
able to enthuse over a smart sports suit or a 
beautifully cut little Georgette crépe gown, as 
over an artistic Myrbor creation, or over 
Mrs. Davidson’s “three in one gown.” For 
any of the great maisons de couture would have 
been proud of this model had they thought of 
it first. 

Whether Paris milliners have discovered a 
new shape to take the place of the cloche is at 
present a very absorbing question to every 
woman. If not, there is every likelihood of a 
style being developed as uniform as the top 
hat or derby for men. This year’s cloche 
would, however, be made to differ sufficiently 
from last year’s cloche, to make it look this 
year’s. Just a difference in the crown, or 
some subtle detail of line, to make a new hat 
a necessity. The less decorated and the 
simpler the style, the more perfect the work- 
manship must be, but also the smarter the 
result. 


’ 


THE Usireuitows “‘CLocHue’ 


To make a study of this—the most becoming 
hat ever invented—the Ritz at tea-time is the 
proper place. Every hat is a cloche, but no 
two are alike. Some are large, others are 
tiny, almost without any brim. They look so 
different that at first the sameness is not no- 
ticed; yet they are all cloches. Milliners at 
this time of the year make a desperate effort 
to launch new shapes, with what results re- 
mains, as yet, to be seen. 

Angela had been anxious to go to Reboux’s. 
She had been once, on her own, when, as 
usual, the showrooms had been crowded, and 
ladies had been seated on rows of chairs, as 
at the dentist’s, awaiting their turn. No one 
having taken any notice of her, she had left 
unobserved, but, alas, without the coveted 
hat. Reboux now says, “‘ We don’t show any 
cloches this season—they are worn no more!” 

Angela nearly cried of disappointment, for 
she, like every other woman, can not after 
three years of constant wearing of this one 
and only shape, conceive of any other. She 
was, however, persuaded at last to try some 
hats, which we were told are going to be “‘all 
the rage."’ Mostly toques. They were very 
high and close fitting, but did not shade the 


ELEANORA 


eyes. The one we liked best and which will be 
made in modified form for Angela, is a high 
black astrakhan toque, Persian in style, sur. 
mounted by several large bunched bows of 
ruby velvet. The newest of all we were shown 
is a toque of red cock feathers on a band wound 
about the head, an extraordinarily cone-like 
erection. 

Braided silver and gold tissue formed into 
flat toque had brown and peach-colored velvet 
flowers piled up to give height. These were 
some of the quite new hats. Of large shapes 
there were a few, on stands, but no cloches, 
Will these shapes be more becoming and take 
their place—I wonder? 

The season for hats is hardly started, as 
styles in Paris are shaped by the clients. So 
far only foreign buyers have bought and they 
never hesitate to buy what leading milliners 
design for them. Whether the refined Paris 
clientele will wear these models and make the 
buyers’ hats fashionable abroad, remains as 
yet to be seen. 


An ARTIST IN Furs 


It was getting to be quite late in the after. 
noon when we finally reached Max, the fur- 
rier’s, for Angela had to decide on that fur 
coat I had been told so much about. Madame 
Leroy, the owner of “‘ Max,” herself showed us 
some of the most artistically conceived fur 
wraps and coats I have seen for quite a while. 
Madame Leroy is an artist in furs. She suc 
ceeds in giving the heaviest pelts a souple 
and soft appearance. Her combination of 
different kinds of skins, her coloring, if I can 
speak of color in fur, and her original cut, are 
most unusual. 

We were shown long coats, of sealskin, of 
kolinsky, of skunk, of chinchilla, and one big 
garment of Russian sable costing almost halfa 
million francs. Most of these had deep 
flounces of fur around the feet and collar, so 
as to almost hide the face. Turned down, 
these collars looked like short capes. Sleeves 
are narrow. Two or three kinds of fur used 
in one garment seem a great feature this sea- 
son. For instance, broadtail, ermine, and 
monkey, combined, or Hudson and astrakhan, 
and moleskin and gray squirrel. 


SmaRtT NEw Furs 


A three-quarter coat of gazelle is banded by 
silver gray fox, and gray monkey tipped with 
white, called singe-perle, is a great novelty 
when combined with ‘“‘ Tagouan,”’ a new brown 
fur. The quality of Madame Leroy’s white 
rabbit almost resembles ermine. All white 
coats and wraps seemed lined in vivid bro- 
caded silks. Every-day furs were soberly 
lined, if metal tissues can be called sober. 

Angela finally decided on a long tight-fitting 
coat of Alsatian fitch which had a towering 
collar and a shaped flounce around the feet, 
rising slightly to the front. 


MUSGRAVE’S HUSBAND 


Phyllis Duganne’s Story 


(Concluded from page 98) 


chance for happiness with Carl Wylie, and 
you'd better take it. It’s too late to begin 
again with Peggy and me. We’re going to 
get along beautifully—better, to be brutal, 
than we ever have with you.” 

‘““But—” Eleanora’s eyes pleaded with 
him. “‘Owen, I didn’t realize before how much 
I’d missed. When Peggy ran away from 
me...” Her voice broke. 

Owen faced her squarely. ‘“‘Yes,”’ he ad- 
mitted, ‘‘you’ve missed a lot. But it’s too 
late to get it back. You can begin again with 
Wylie. That’s your chance. I’ve found 
mine and I’m taking it. I’m happy now. 
I’m going to be more of a person. Do you 
understand that, Eleanora?”’ 

\s he spoke, the artificial brilliance faded 
from her eyes; she swallowed, looked up at 
him calmly. She nodded. Her gaze traveled 
over him, a short, stocky figure of a man who 
had lived too soft a life, who had drunk too 
much, exercised too little. But that dulness 
was gone from his eyes, that heaviness from 


his expression; she was listening, respectfully, 
meekly, while he told her unpleasant truths. 

“T understand,” she said. And her ex- 
pression softened; she reached out and took 
his hand. ‘ You’re quite right. And, Owen 
—before you go—I want to tell you that I like 
you now better than I’ve ever liked you i 
my life. I—TI respect you, Owen, and I see 
why Peggy does. And—I’m going to be 
happy, too! You’ve—given it to me. 
There were tears behind her smile, as she 
dropped his hand. 

‘Good kid!” said Owen, huskily. ‘‘ You- 
you're a peach, El.” 

They stood, facing one another, smiling 
tremulously for a moment longer. , 

“Well,” said Owen, “I guess I'll go up 
and start packing.” n 

“— help Nurse do Peggy’s things, 
offered Eleanora. ‘“‘My—my headache’ 
gone. Gosh, I feel better, Owen!” She 
straightened her shoulders, and they went out 
into the hall of The Sycamores together. 


“The Crime of Olga Jibinsky” is one of those typical 
Parisian stories by that master of the art—Leonard 
Merrick. In the December Harper's Bazar—one of the 
Bazar’s best Christmas presents to you, the reader. 
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This convenient twin compact brings the twin 
delights of LUXOR ROUGE PARFAIT and 
LUXOR COMPLEXION POWDER in the 


daintiest form imaginable. 





BECAUSE LUXOR COMPLEXION 
POWDER will not mix with moisture, it can- 
not become pasty—cannot clog pores. No irritant 
lead or bismuth; it safely protects the most 
Sensitive skin. 
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noose Luxor Rouge 


Luxor Rovce Parrait alone reproduces the true tone 
of your own complexion at its loveliest—when it is delicately 
tinged with warm natural color! It follows Nature’s own 
way. It duplicates the shade of the blood as seen through the skin. 


Hence in any light its charm is the same! In strong sun 
or shadow, in artificial light, brilliant or subdued, it gives an 
exquisite natura/ coloring. 


Any complexion can be perfectly matched with this one 
tint! It is simply a matter of controlling the amount used. 


Millions of women have discovered these significant 
truths. They know that the secret of this tint is held by the 
Luxor laboratories alone. And so Luxor RovuGeE ParrFralt 
has become the most widely used in America. 


Do yourself this favor—test Luxor Rovuce today! At 
your favorite shop, in dainty gold finished, hinged-lid 
chatelaine-size box. 


Luxor Lip Pomape matches Rovuce Parrait in color. 
You'll like, too, the many other Luxor Requisites—equally 
pure, equally fine! 


Send for attractively illustrated booklet, “LUXOR Yesterday and Today.” 


LUXOR Limited 
Perfumers * Chicago 
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Monograms 
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additional 


It is not too early to order for Holiday giving 
to secure Choice Selections and have Monograms 
finished in time for delivery in due season. 
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WHAT THEY DON’T KNOW 
Heaslip Lea’s 


Story 


(Continued from page 45) 


without looking it, brought his own cup and 
dropped down upon the arm of the chair. The 
room housed a shadowy spell. Milly leaned her 
head delicately against the shoulder beside it. 
“Happy, Milly? 

‘Not so very.’ 

. yas just thinking all this was 








— good!’ 
I don’t mean us, Tony—I’m always most 
awfully happy— with you. 

“You can be rather a dear, “Milly—when 
you like—can’t you?” 

She evaded a more tangible recognition of 
her dearness, turned away her cheek from his 
lips. 

“Tony—I’m thinking of Edward... . 

““Couldn’t you put that off till to-morrow? 
Seeing as this is the last evening I've got with 
you... 

“You mentioned him yourself, didn’t you? 
And- —Stella—you mentioned her, too! 

‘No reason why I shouldn't, is there? We 
haven't harmed either one of ‘em—that I 
can see.” 

“I'm not so sure of that.” 

He took her cup and his own, empty, 
and carried them back tothe tray ‘May I 
give you a bit more?” 

“No, thank you, Tony.” 


” 


E CAME back to the chair and she made 

room for him to sit once more upon the 

arm of it, his own arm behind her charming 
ead. 

“Tony—I feel frightfully wicked.” 

“Getting any sort of kick out of it?” he 
inquired sweetly. 

“Don’t be a brute! You know what I 
mean. What would they say—Edward and 
= — if they could see us, this minute? 

hey ‘ll see us at seven 0 *clock to-morrow 
morning—isn’t that enough? You at one end 
of the pier—me at another—waiting—just 
where we ought to be.” 

“But we haven't been just where we ought 
to have been all this time!’’ She descended 
from remorse to a wistful chuckle. ‘‘ Dancing 
together—going out to dinner together— 
getting ourselves talked about—” 

‘Together!’’ He dropped a rapturous kiss 
on her hair. She sighed deeply and allowed 
him to doit again. He assured her, thereafter: 

‘“No—to-morrow morning’s all they care 
about. Do you suppose that Edward ex- 
pected you—or Stella expected me—to 
hibernate, to live underground like a couple 
of dashed moles, till they chose to come home 
again? Lord, we’re human! I was pretty 
rotten lonesome till that night at Macgregor’s 
party—” 

“Dear old Mac!” sighed Milly. 

“We ought to give him a gold watch or 
something, suitably engrav ed, for bringing us 
together —what do you say? 

“Why not a silv er tea set?” Milly suggested, 
reviving noticeably. ‘Oh, Tony—haven’t the 
last six weeks been simply priceless?” 

‘A throwback to the early twenties,” Tony 
agreed adoringly. “‘ And are you going to spoil 
it all by having chilly little toes and being 
sorry for it—just when it’s all over, anyhow?” 

He slipped his arm down about her shoul- 
ders; she snuggled into it trustfully. 

“After all, Tony—Edward loathes de- 
monstrative women—” 

e. know. So does Stella.” 

“She ni aturally would—where 
conc erned!’ 

“Clever little Milly! What I mean to say 
is, she thinks all this sort of thing is rotten 
bad form.” 

“So would a lot of other people.” 





you're 


H* SHOOK her gently, laughing to him- 
self. There was a sort of lawless tender- 
ness about him, an outrageous sweetness in 
the dark eyes, an unexpected rebelliousness in 
the lines of his ardent mouth. 

“People who marry Millies and Tonies 
must make allowances for ‘em. After all, 
what have we done? Played around a bit 
together while your husband and my wife 
were away. Let our affectionate natures out— 
on leash—and walked ’em around the block, 
that’s all. Been honest with each other. We 
belong—you and I—we found that out in 
ten minutes. In spite of which, we’ve given 
each other nothing we hadn’t a right to give, 
because the thing we gave was something that 
the others had no use for. Never asked for. 
Didn't wz int. 


‘Tony!’ 

“Isn’t it the truth?” 

She twisted her pretty lip ina smile. ‘ Yes 
it’s true. But I never heard you so nearly 


se — before. 

‘xcellent reminder! What's the use of 
was . ng time on it now? Only launched this 
oration because I couldn’t bear for you to be 
sitting in the ashes, counting your pretty 
little sins when there weren't no such 
animals.” 

She leaned back and looked up at him curi- 
ously—half smiling. ‘“‘Tony—you're terribly 
clever . . . does Stella like you to be clever?” 

He said with the first trace of stiffness: 


“Stella’s an angel.” 

So’ s Edward!” 

“But you and me, we're not—you see,” 
Tony pointed out triumphantly, “that’s the 
whole thing i in a nutshell!” 

“No, it isn’t, Tony. I—if Edward weren't 
so frightfully good to me—if he had ever 
looked at another woman since I married him 
—if he weren’t the steadiest, truest, most 
faithful old thing in the world, I shouldn’ t feel 
half so badly about this—this—” 

“This little emotional spree?” Tony in- 
quired blandly. He let her see, however, that 
he was offended. He got up and walked away 
from her, stood at the mantel-shelf, fingering 
some ivory trifle that lay there. 

“Tm very unhappy!”’ said Milly faintly. 

“Sorry 

“And I should think you would be, too. 
Everybody knows that Stella hasn’t eyes for 
any other man. . 

No—she’s quite ‘peacefully settled,” ad- 
mitted Stella’s husband. 

“Which makes you and me almost crim- 
inals,”’ Milly insisted plaintively. ‘It’s like 
—taking sweets away from children—and all 
that sort of thing. They—they trust us so 
dreadfully, Tony!” 

“Damn it, that’s half the trouble!” said 
Tony with humorous annoyance. 

He came back once more to the big chair 
and its small exquisite occupant, put both 
hands on the arms and held her prisoner 
while he looked down at her smiling. ‘Milly, 
there’s an old saying and a strikingly true one 

—‘What they don’t know won’t hurt ’em! 

““Mac calls that the Bachelor’s Excuse,” 
said Milly demurely. 

“Mac does, eh?” said Tony, with a trace 
of suspicion. 

She continued to gaze up at him, wide- eyed, 
“Did you think you’d invented it?’ 


HEY dissolved mutually into shameless 

mirth. 

“‘Nevertheless,”’ said Tony, folding. his arms 
with a subtle gesture of repression, ‘‘the fact 
remains . . . if you lose something you never 
knew you had—you don’t miss it. 

“T know a better one than that,” said Milly. 

“Woman i is not a chattel.” 

“Marriage,” Tony elucidated, stroking his 
chin with one well-shaped, lean brown hand, 
‘fis like a pitcher—into which you pour your 
love. Because the pitcher is full, is that any 
reason there’s no love left over?” 

“Not for you, I should say.’ 

“And not for you! Milly, it’s absurd. It’s 
worse than absurd—it’s tragic—to tie a 
darling wild thing like you to the domestic 
wheel! Ps 
‘And a wicked wild thing like you . 
Tony!” 

She flung him a tremulous smile. He glow- 
ered at her passionately. 

“We're out of our real worlds—aren’t we, 
old dear?” 

“We've missed each other on the road— 
that’s all I know,” he told her. 

““Oh, not missed each other—quite! Hasn't 
it mattered at all—playing together this 
summer?” 

Tony said swiftly: ‘“‘Mattered so much— 
it isn’t going to be easy—to forget. When you 
find your Own Playmate ... and can't 
have her... 

“But we'll have to forge-—that’s all! And 
besides—we’ll see each other sometimes—at 
dinner parties and things.” 

“‘ Edward’s sort of dinner party— six courses 

and bridge—no, thank you! 

She pointed out with a feather dipped in 
malice: ‘“‘Stella’s friends are a bit heavy fcr 
dancing, aren’t they—mostly?”’ 

“You imp of Belial!’”’ cried Tony, caught 
her up out of the chair into savage arms and 
kissed her. 

Milly tore herself free, put the chair be 
tween them. “I told you—you were never- 
to do that again!”’ But her eyes were misty. 

= Better without that last word,” said Tony, 
smiling; “sort of implies that you have got 
something to forget. Don’t be vixenish, 
Milly! I only thought we might say good-by 
in peace here—without an audience. After 
all, it’s my house, you know—I rather wanted 
to see how you'd look in my chair—just this 
once. . 
“And I've done nothing all evening but 
snarl at you—oh, Tony!” cried Milly, coming 
back to him impulsively, both small hands 
out. ‘I am a beast! I’m fearfully sorry 
take me home and forget about me. I’m not 
worth—anything!” 

Tony took the sorrowful fingers, spread 
them out against his heart and covered them 
with his own. ; 

“Kiss me good-by, and we'll go,” he said 
very gently. “‘I dare say it’s time we bot 
started to forget—since that’s how it’s got to 
be. Edward couldn’t grudge me this one 
minute. It’s the last I'll ever have—like 


this—with you.” 
It was human, although perhaps reprehen- 
sible, that Milly tilted up her wistful face. 
(Continued on page 104) 
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Let Primrose‘ House 


guide you to beauty 


bmg you like to bring your 
beauty problems to Primrose 
House? 


To its charming, restful rooms, intel- 
ligent well-groomed women come as 
a matter of course. Women who have 
traveled the world over come back to 
say there is nothing like Primrose 
House anywhere. 


Here has been perfected the scientific 
method of Face-Molding, the latest 
and most effective means of removing 
signs of illness, worry, fatigue and age. 
Here have been perfected preparations 
that accomplish definite results, Every- 
thing pertaining to the acquisition of 
personal loveliness is considered part of 
the Primrose House treatment and each 
client is entitled to personal advice. 


Fortunately, this individual advice is 
available to you no matter where you 
live. Fill out the questionnaire below 


and add further information if you like. 
Mrs. Morris will be glad to tell you 
what you need to bring out all your 
good looks and individuality. Your 
communication will be absolutely con- 
fidential. There is no charge or obli- 
gation for this service, nor for the copy 
of ‘The New Beauty,” which Mrs. 
Morris will be glad to send you. 


Porefiner Cream 
One of the Perfected Preparatiens 


Experience shows us that seven out 
of ten women have skin more or less 
coarsened by enlarged pores. To 
them, Porefiner Cream is truly a 
godsend. Through its use pores shrink 
until they are no longer noticeable. 
If you have enlarged pores, you should 
have this dainty and helpful Primrose 
House preparation, It will be promptly 
mailed to any address on teceipt of 
price—$1.25 plus 5c for postage. 


—— ee 
SE LS ae see 


! 
; . bi 
QUESTIONNAIRE a 
y Dear Mrs, Morris: ; 
: Will you please tell me how to correct the following ? | 
Sagging facial muscles Lines on forehead Dry, lifeless hair | 
‘ Fullness under chin Dry skin Oily, stringy hair | 
} Flabby neck Oily skin Falling hair 
' Lines around mouth Blackheads Premature gray hair | 
i Lines around eyes Enlarged pores Dandruff | 
Pimples | 
{ Rough hands and elbows Figure that is too thin 
‘ Wrinkled hands Figure that is too fleshy | 
{ Conspicuous veins ‘ | 
Also please find enclosed $1.25 (plus 5c postage) for a jar of Porefiner Cream, | 
! Name. | 
‘ a 
Address > 
' 
L City State | 
ae me a a oe ee ee ee. all 


Primrose House Prep- 

arations are sold at se- 

lected shops throughout 

the country. Write for 

the name of the shop in 
your city. 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


WHAT THEY DON’T KNOW 


Fanny Heaslip Lea’s 


Story 


(Continued from page 102) 


It was inhuman, an outrageous perversity 
of Fate, that at that lofty and renunciatory 
instant the door opened for the second time 
and admitted, noisy with annoyance, Mr. 
Macgregor; Millicent’s second cousin, the 
warm friend of both Tony and Stella, a highly 
seasoned bachelor and a sort of elder brother 
to half the women in Honolulu. 

“Eh?” said Macgregor, dumfounded. and 
held the picture, stark against the door, which 
he had, however. the instinctive finesse to close 
behind him. 

Tony’sarms wentlimp. Milly stepped out 
of them. flaming with blushes. 

“We were saying good-by—forever,” she 
explained hurriedly. 

“Eh? Well, good Lord, I should say so!” 
said Macgregor. 

“Don’t be an ass!”’ said Tony warmly. “I 
brought Millicent here to have some decent 
coffee—we’d been dining together... .” 

“And where, before dinner?” inquired 
Macgregor, with considerable point. 

“Oh, driving arounda bit See here Mac— 
I don’t like your tone!” 

Macgregor said with deadly calm: “Been 
trying to get you at the office since three 
o’clock. Your stenographer said—” 

Milly cut in furiously: “Oh, we drove out 
to Haleiwa this afternoon! Tell him, Tony! 
I decline to be questioned and insulted— 
about nothing. We drove out to Haleiwa, 
then we came back to town and had dinner— 
at a little place on King Street. What earthly 
difference can it make to you, Mac?” 

“None to me, if you drove to Shanghai,” 
said Macgregor imperturbably. ‘Though 
I'll say you’re a couple of nuts to pull a thing 
like that in a town full of gossips.” He added 
in an entirely different tone facing Tony 
accusingly: ‘‘The Manoa wirelessed in this 
afternoon that she’d make port about half- 
past eight to-night. Knowing Stella was on 
board, I thought you’d be interested—” 

Milly cried wildly: “Edward—Edward’s 
on the Manoa, too!” 

“T know it,” said Macgregor. “‘The Mar- 
coni people were chasing you both with wire- 
lesses—from your respective helpmates.” 

“Good God,” said Tony. “Isn’t that the 
devil?” 

Macgregor grinned. 

Tony dragged out his watch. “Almost half 
after nine—I can never make it in time, now!” 

“She docked at a quarter to,”’ said Mac- 
gregor, Job’s comforter. 

Milly smothered a wail of dismay. “No- 
body met Edward.” 

“How about Stella?” Stella’s husband in- 
quired mordantly. 


HE culprits gazed at each other despair- 
ingly. “‘ We’vejust about ruined each other’s 
lives!” groaned Milly. “And all for what?” 

“This is paying through the nose,” said 
Tony bitterly—for what, he didn’t specify. 

“Listen to me,” barked Macgregor. They 
faced him with pathetic hope upspringing 
at his altered inflection. 

“The Manoa’s in—and I met it.” 

“Oh, Mac—you met Edward? You old 
lamb! What did you tell him?” 

“Mac, old thing—you met Stella? That’s 
pretty darned decent—” 

“Shut up!” said Macgregor pleasantly. 
“T haven’t finished. And there’s no time for 
talk. I met the boat—saw Edward and 
Stella, too. They'll be here any minute.” 

“Here!” shrieked Milly, paling, and caught 
at her coat with a shaking hand. 

“Don’t bea little idiot!’”’ Macgregor warned 
her sternly. “Put that thing down ” 

“But. Mac—what will Edward think?” 

“What’s Edward coming here for?” asked 
Tony a trifle nervously. 

“Listen to me,” said Mac—he wagged a 
lean brown forefinger. ‘When I couldn’t 
get you anywhere, Tony—I guessed some wild- 
goose stuff of yours and Milly’s ...so... 
I met the Manoa with both your wirelesses— 
Milly’s from Edward—yours from Stella— 


in my pocket. Told the office I’d deliver ’em.” z 


“Mac—how can I ever—” 

“T told Edward and Stella as soon as I saw 
’em,”’ Mac continued distinctly, “now get this, 
you two—this is your story—I told your in- 
jured husband and wife respectively that 
Tony was driving round the island with some 
man from the States and couldn’t be reached— 
that Milly was spending the day at Schofield— 
and the telephone was out of order. a 
He speeded up with one eye on the window 
facing the street ‘Then I misplaced one of 
Stella’s bags that I was carrying. left Edward 
to help her find it and drive her out here, and 
made my getaway—meaning to see if Tony 
by any chance had gotten back in the mean- 
time.’ He fixed Milly with a cold reproving 
look. ‘“ But not exactly expecting to find you 
here, too.” 

‘Let me go home!” begged Milly patheti- 
cally. ‘“Isn’t thereaback way—orsomething?” 

“Stay where you are—I'll fix it,” said Mac- 
gregor. He glowed with the fire of sudden 
inspiration. “This is a little surprise for 
Edward and Stella—” 


“Little surprise is good.” said Tony, 

“T stopped off at Milly’s place on my way 
here,” said Macgregor, ‘“d’y’see?—found her 
just back from Schofield and brought her over 
to welcome her husband. Sort of a get. 
together party. We'll have a cocktail or 
something to celebrate the double return— 
got anything to drink around, Tony?” 

“Find the makings in the pantry,” returned 
Tony. He burst out suddenly. ‘“‘See here~ 
we haven’t committed a crime! Why can’t 
we tell the plain truth? I don’t like fooling 
Stella—she never fooled me in her life 

“Edward is the honestest man that ever 
lived!” Milly flung back at him proudly, 
“Do you suppose I enjoy deceiving him—on 
your account?” 

“Oh, don’t do it on my account!” 

“Do you think I’m afraid of my own 
husband?” 

“Here! Here!’’ said Macgregor briskly. 
“We haven’t got time for a row. I wouldn't 
lift a finger to help either of you, if I didn’t 
know you were merely congenital philanderers 
and at heart devoted to your unfortunate 
partners. Isn’t that a fact?” 

“Edward knows I never do anything more 
than amuse myself,”’ said Milly sweetly She 
looked full into Tony’s sulky eyes 

That gentleman countered with courteous 
aloofness: 

“Naturally—a man’s wife comes first.” 


HERE was the sound of a horn in the street 
outside. 

““They’re here!*’ said Macgregor with busi- 
nesslike brevity. ‘‘ Now sit tight you two. 
You deserve to get into trouble but this time 
you won’t. Milly, you’ve got a strand of 
hair loose.”’ 

Milly repaired damages, her cheeks suddenly 
crimson. “Oh, Mac—you’re a beast!” she 
said. 

“That’s gratitude for you!” said Mac- 
gregor. ‘Better powder your nose while 
you're at it.” 

Tony had disappeared into the hall. He 
returned presently with his hand through the 
arm of a tall, rather stately young woman ina 
dark-blue gown, with a small dark hat drip- 
ping coque feathers. The face beneath the 
hat was fresh-colored and sweetly controlled— 
quiet gray eyes, a rather virginal mouth. 
Behind her walked a man of thirty-five or so, 
undeniably good looking in a completely con- 
ventional way. The sort of man who heads 
committees and plays bridge at his club after 
luncheon—a thoroughly good man, without 
too much imagination—the salt of the earth, 
in brief. and the backbone of his country, if 
those two may be reconciled. 

Milly cried “Edward!” and flew at him 
prettily 

Stella looked on, pleasantly surprised; 
Tony with a faint sardonic glimmer in his 
eyes; Macgregor warily, as one who sees to it 
that. while others gambol, the beans shall not 
be spilled 

“My dear!” 

“Dear!” said Edward, “this is a surprise.” 
He kissed his wife with dignity. 

“A very nice one,” said Stella... and 
gave Milly her hand. 

“Oh, Mrs. Venable—how awfully well you 
look!” murmured Milly. ‘You must have 
had a wonderful trip.” 

“T stopped off at your house and picked her 
up on my way here,” Macgregor explained to 
Edward. offhandedly. “She had just that 
minute gotten back. Thought we might all 
have a drink together—celebrate the double 
return.” 

Tony laughed abruptly “Good old Mac!” 
he observed, to cover it 

“We scarcely expected to get in to-night,’ 
said Stella, looking around her with possessive 
eyes. “I wirelessed you, Tony, as soon as 
we knew.” 

“And he was over on the other side of the 
island—never got your message,’’ Macgregor 
slipped in deftly. “Sit down, Stella—you 
must be a bit tired, aren’t you? Waiting 
around tor that darned bag to turn up 
Where was it, Edward?” 

Stella established herself in Tony's big 
chair beneath the lamp, motioned Milly to 
another near the table. She drew a long sigh 
and taking off her hat handed it to Macgregor 
with a sisterly smile 

“Do sit down. everybody! Iam a bit tired. 
Mr. Hewitt had the most dreadful time finding 
my dressing bag, Tony That was what 
delayed us.” . 

“T was only too glad to be of any service” 
said Edward gravely. He drew up a chair 
beside Milly. ‘Sc long as you hadn’t had my 
wireless, dear, you weren’t worried,” he 
offered. ‘“That’s good!” 

“Oh, I had been spending the day—’” said 
Milly quickly. 

“At Schofield,” interrupted Macgregor. 
“The amount of telephone trouble between 
town and Schofield is a disgrace. With the 
Chases, weren’t you, Milly?” 

“Major Chase and his wife,” said Milly 
docilely. (Continued on page 106) 
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ANTIQUE LAMPS 
OF SINGLE COLOR 
PORCELAINS, POT- 
TERIES, BRONZES. 


MODERN PORCE- 
LAIN LAMPS AND 
SHADES OF EVERY 
SIZE AND COLOR. 


TOOLED LEATHER 
UTILITIES ADORN- 
ED WITH CARVED 
JADESANDOTHER 
STONES. 


NECKLACES OF 
JADE,CARNELIAN, 
CRYSTAL, LAPIS. 


ELECTRIC CALL 
BELLS,INK WELLS, 
CLOCKS, PENS, 
CIGARETTE BOXES 
ASH RECEIVERS 
OF JADES, CAR- 
NELIANS, LAPIS, 
ETC., DELICATELY 
MOUNTED IN 
SILVER GILT— ALL 
IDEAL GIFTS. 


Spinach Jade Fruit Dish with 
Grapes, Peaches, Melons of W bite 


Jade, Ame thyst and J Aquamarine. 


Height 19", Width a 







































From the Farmer Lamp collection 
An Emerald Jade base exquisitely 
carved in the best early Chinese 
manner, complemented with shade. 


HE exquisite forms of ancient idols, stately 

vases and curious censers — the inimitably 
lovely masterpieces wrought by Chinese artists 
from precious: Jade, Rose Quartz, Amethyst, 
Crystal, Torquoise, Carnelian,—are transformed 
with sympathetic feeling and comprehension in- 
to objects wherein the charm of rare and delicate 
beauty is enhanced by the value of usefulness. 


Edward J. Farmer, inc. 


Chinese Antiques and Arts 
Lamps and Shades 


16 East 56 Street New Pork 
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A Lovely Non- Lacing Model 
All of Hand- Knitted Elastic 


T is a soft, silken sheath to your 

body, this exquisite Lily of France 
Corset, number 2375! But only 
supreme designing could have so 
hand-knitted the elastic that it 
molds—and holds—your figure into 
lines of smartest fashion. 


Woratceleusemoaleom sll aolaerentelarlaaits 
eceleleme tate Mm eluehare (ue Mugiaetr: Ml elverertels 
plastron at the back, this beautiful 
corset gives its wearer the “‘ flat, 


slender figure so eagerly sought. 


This exquisite Lily of France model 
at $47.50, is offered at stores that 


feature quality corsets. 














HARPER’S BAZAR 


WHAT THEY DON’T KNOW 


Fanny Heaslip Lea’s Story 


(Continued from page 104) 


“Thought they’d been ordered home,” 
observed Edward. 

A look of poignant uneasiness ran its tri- 
angular course between Milly, Tony and 
Macgregor. 

“This chap’s in the Infantry—just come 
out. You're thinking of Chase in the Engi- 
neers,” Tony assisted after an imperceptible 
pause. 

“Hope you didn’t drive yourself—over 
those gulches?”’ Edward inquired solicitously 
of his wife. 

Milly controlled a nervous tremor. She 
said sweetly: ‘“‘Oh, no—I had somebody take 
me out!” 

“The Martins coming in to the concert 
to-night brought you back, didn’t they?” 
Mac suggested significantly. 

““What concert?” asked Stella at once. 

Milly and Tony enlightened her, almost in 
chorus. relieved to be on firmer ground. 

“‘ Alvarez is singing—’ 

‘“*Marguerita Alvarez.” 

“She’s absolutely delightful,” said Stella. 

“‘ How does it happen you weren’t hearing her, 
Tony ? You're so keen on that sort of thing.” 

“‘Why—I had a hard day—” Tony began 
in the ancient formula. 

“Going around the island with some chap 
from San Francisco, weren’t you?” Mac in- 
terjected brusquely. “T hose roads on the 
other side of the island would make a hard day 
for any man, Stella. What the supervisors are 
thinking of—not to realize how it puts tourists 
off.” 

“Did you have a very lovely time in San 
Francisco?’’ Milly swung the talk into safer 
channels, looking at Stella with wide dark 
eyes, delicately appraising her. ‘‘Were the 
thes aters very good?” 

‘“Oh—not so very!”’ said Stella conserva- 
tively. She moved her smooth brown head 
against the back of Tony’s chair with a faint 
suggestion of restlessness. ‘‘The cool weather 
was delightful, of course—it always seems so 
wonderful to be wearing tailored things and 
furs again. But San Francisco—I really 
Wi anted to go east.” 

‘I wrote you to g0,” ’ put in Tony briefly. 

“It didn’t seem fair to leave you so long, 
dear,” said Stella gently. 


UMMER lightning flickered from Milly’s 
eyes to Tony’s. Milly said softly ... 
“‘Fair—or wise?” and laughed, an elfin 
c ade nza edged with mischief. 
‘See here!”’ cried Macgregor with violent 
good humor, “I thought we were going to 
he uve a cocktail! Tony, get busy, and then I'll 
run Edward and Milly home.’ 

“T'll help you, Tony—shall I?” asked Milly 
demurely. She rose and walked toward the 
dining-room door, lifting a defiant chin at 
Macgregor behind Stella’s back. The hoofs 
and horns of her small personal devil were 
spiritually obvious. Macgregor bent heavy 
black brows on her. “Take Edward along, 
too,” he directed. “I’ve got something I 
want to talk to Stella about. Here, Edward, 
go help your wife mix a drink. The trouble 
with a woman’s drink is, it’s always either too 
sweet or too strong. 

“And she isn’t the only one that has to 
drink it,’ Tony added, with a mocking smile 
straight into Milly’s eyes. 

“Also, it leaves a frightful head next morn- 
ing,” said Edward amiably. 

Milly stood in the doorway looking from 
one to the other of the two men, her soft 
cheeks flushed, her lips provocatively pursed. 

“Of course,” she said, “if it isn’t worth it!” 


HEN she vanished and her husband and 

Stella’s followed her. Faint clicking sounds 
ensued and a murmur of casual conversation. 

Macgregor lighted a cigaret and threw the 
match in the fireplace. He drew a long breath 
and felt the relaxation of a good conscience 
with Milly and Tony out of the room, safely 
accompanied by Milly’s husband. 

““Well—have a good time on the Coast?” 
he inquired companionably of Stella. 

She said, looking up at him, unsmiling, 
““Mac—what was it you wanted to talk to me 
about?” 

“Oh—that was just a stall!” said Mac 
boldly. “Wanted you all to myself for a bit, 
that was all. Missed you, Stella—I always 
miss you when you're away.” 

“Thank you, Mac dear,” said Stella, who 
added, staring down at her linked white fingers 
in an oddly moody way—Stella, who never 
acknowledged moods, “I thought you might 
have seen that—I’m very unhappy to-night.” 

“To-night?—why especially to-night?” 
Mac fought, startled, for time to meet what- 
ever was coming. She had seen, then, through 
the flimsy excuses for Tony’s absence at the 
dock. She had divined, then, that there was 
something wrong—w here Milly was c oncerned. 
Oh, damn feminine intuition, anyway! 

“Why, Stella,” said Mac cautiously, “you 
mustn’t make mountains out of mole-hills, dear 
girl . . . what’s it all about?” 

To his horror, she lifted eyes: almost mist- 
ing. “It’s Tony, Mac, and me. 


“‘Oh, good Lord, Stella!” he added weakly. 
““Mustn’t take these things too seriously.” 

“Tt’s the first time in all my life,” said 
Stella very low. 


M“4¢o grinned in spite of himself. “ But not 
4V1 the first time in his, you will admit, my 
dear! Don’t take it so hard—he’s like that, 
you know...” 

“E ‘dward!’ ’ cried Stella sharply. ‘Not the 
first time in Edward’ s life? Mac, you don't 
know what you’re saying!” 

““T—don’t believe I do,” said Mac. “What ’s 
that about Edward? Tell me again.’ 

“He has suffered as much as I i said 
Stella with a touch of exaltation. 

“You mean,” Macgregor fumbled wildly 
along the edge of the precipice, ‘you mean 
because of Milly?’ 

“Whatever happens—she mustn’t be 
hurt,” said Stella and put the tips of her fin- 
gers to her eyes—which was just as well at the 
moment, since her companion’s facial control 
was slipping. “Milly and Tony mustn't 
suffer—for our weakness.” 

“If they suffer for any body’s weakness it’s 
apt to be their own,” said Macgregor tartly. 

‘You don’t do Tony justice,” Stella re- 
proved him with a sad little smile. “He's 
temperamental, of course—and he likes 
women—by and large—” 

“By, much more than large, I’d say!” 

“But he’s true as the needle to the pole, 
Mac.” 

“With slight magnetic variations,’ said 
Macgregor, ‘‘ undoubtedly—well?”’ 

“*That’s what makes it so terrible—about 
Edward. Oh, Mac—I shall never know a 
happy moment till I have told Tony the whole 
thing!”’ 

Mac drew up a chair and faced the penitent 
squarely. 

“You talk like the scarlet woman and the 
seven beasts,”’ he told her, ‘rolled into one. 
If I didn’t know you . . . where does Edward 
come in? Talk quick, now—they’ll be coming 
back with that cocktail presently—what is it 
you want to tell Tony?’ 

She murmured brokenly: “About Ed- 
wz ard. $i 

“What about Edward? Make it snappy!” 

“Mac, you’re cruel—can’t you guess? We 
—our deck-chairs happened to be together the 
first day—and our seats at the table—only 
happened—I give you my word we were quite 
innocent of that!’ 

“T'll try to believe you, Stella—go on.”’ 

“At first,” said Stella, keeping her face 
averted, “we talked about Tony—and 
Milly — 

“But nobody could talk about, Tony and 
Milly for seven whole days—I see!” said Mac 
gregor—the corners of his mouth were 
twitching. 

“‘ And there was a moon,” said Stella faintly, 
“and unfortunately, you know, Mac—I am 
an unusually good sailor.” 

“Tt s not usually regarded as a misfortune— 
go on! 

“There were singing boys on board, too 

. and—I’m so fond of music.” 

“You mean—Edward?” said Mac. “This 
is too much! I didn’t think he had it in him!” 

“We struggled against it,” said Stella. 
“ Mac—you won’t believe—how I tried not to 
sit with him evening after evening; not to talk 
with him in the afternoons. We saw where it 
was leading us. 

“Did you ever get there?’’ Mac demanded 
incredulously. 

Ve were both so lonely—had been for 
years—without realizing it. 

‘Lonely? Married to Tony—and Milly?” 

“She doesn’t understand him, Mac.” 

“No woman understands her husband,” 
said the bachelor cheerfully, “or the divorce 
rate would be even higher ion Mi 
Tony understand you, d’you think?” 

“No, not in the least,” said Stella with a 
sigh, “but he’s so dependent on me, Mac— 
he needs me—and Edward doesn’t. That's 
what Edward and I have got to think of— 
Tony and Milly. They need us—that’s where 
our duty lies, and duty and self- sacrifice are 
the most beautiful part of . 

“Of what?” asked Mac brutally. “*See 
here, Stella—how much of all this is conversa- 
tion? bad did you and Edward—I mean 
how far—damn it all, are you getting ready to 
divorce poor old Tony?’ 





TELLA’S eyes widened with horror, her 
fair skin flamed, she flung out an imploring 
hand. “Never, Mac—never! How could you 
think that of me? But Edward—” 
“Yes, Edward—what about him?” 
“Tt was the last night out, Mac—you know 
se 
“VYes—I know that last-night-out thing. 
It’s doggone dangerous—you had your chai*s 
in a corner obscure and alone?” 
‘’Way up on the captain’s deck . . . and 
the moon. . 
“Yes —I know all about the moon.” 
‘And the singing boys. . . 
(Concluded on paze 108) 
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FOR EACH NEW MODE 


lrene Castle 


CHOOSES A SILK 
BY CORTICELLI 


Knowing how often the success of a cos- 
tume depends on its material, Irene Castle 
feels that women who share her taste in 
dress will insist upon the same Corticelli 
Silks she herself wears. 

Among Corticelli Silks she finds an 
ideal fabric for each new style — though 
fashion’s wide range this season includes 
every silhouette from the slender lines of 
the unbelted princess to the full-skirted 
frock of taffeta with its tight bodice or its 
deep off-the-shoulder bertha. 

For the slender outline, straight or 
draped, shimmering satins are very smart. 
Corticelli offers Satin Princess, Satin Mili- 
taire and the delightful Corticelli Crepe 
Sa-On with its satin face and its back of 
dull crepe. 

Plain colored crepes are much used for 
the flare outline with plaited flounce or 
frill. Frocks for morning, for afternoon, 
for evening are made of crepe, and there 
is a Corticelli crepe for every one—Crepe 
Ko-Ran, Crepe Eldora, Crepe Tremaine. 

The new Fall booklet showing Irene 
Castle’s new Corticelli Fashions developed 
in these famous silks will be sent to you 
free, if you ask for it. Check the coupon 
below and mail it at once. 
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A CAMERA STUDY OF IRENE CASTLE BY IRA HILL 








The Corticelli SilkCo.,711 Nonotuck St., Florence, 
Mass. Please send free booklets I have checked: 
s New Corticelli Silks for Fall 
[] New Corticelli Silk Hosiery 
(1) Irene Castle Corticelli Fashions 
And tell me names of dealers who carry these 
famous silks, and Irene Castle Corticelli Fashions. 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


WHAT THEY DON’T KNOW 


(Concluded from page 106) 


“Old stuff—but it always gets over! 

Edward—kissed you—eh?’ 

sage did you know?” 

I’m psychic,” said Macgregor sclemnly. 
“Ww ah rell—well! I’ve always done Ed- 
ward a cruel injustice. I must some day beg 
his pardon. And then—what?” 

“What do you suppose?” asked Stella in 
contralto despair. “We came to our senses 
and saw—’ 

“Ts that all you’ve got to tell Tony?” her 
father confessor inquired bluntly. 

“All? Oh, Mac—isn’t it enough?” 

“We-ell—not so bad for Edward! I mean,” 
said Mac hurriedly, “is that all you have to 
say to your husband when you come batk to 
him, Stella—after the longest three months 
he ever spent?” 

““Mac—does he say they were the longest?” 

“He managed to crowd a terrible lot into 
the m.” 

“Has he been overworking? Poor Tony! 
Do you know, Mac—I thought he looked just 
a little pale—and harassed and all that when 
we first came in to-night. I’ve been so self- 
ishly full of my own distress . . . ” 

“But now that you see how Tony needs 
you— 

“That’s what holds me, Mac—that’s been 
my anchor.” 

““And Milly needs Edward—she’s a dear 
trusting little thing, Milly is.” 


“Trusting? Milly Hewitt? I don't 
know... 
Mac crossed the morass gallantly. ‘“ You 


wouldn’t. Women never do know the best— 
or the worst—of each other. They’re too 
cagey for that. By the way, has Edward set 
his heart on telling Milly—all?”’ 

“Edward,” said Stella with a Joan-of-Arc- 
ish look, “‘ will do as I ask him.” 

‘Then, for the love of your patron saint,” 
said Macgregor briskly, “give him his orders 
to say nothing at all!” 

“Oh, Mac—the relief of confessing . . 

“T know, but do you want to ruin Tony’s 
life -and Milly’s—forever? Those two inno- 
cents believe in you implicitly. Tony said 
just, to-night, ‘Stella never fooled me in her 
life.’ 

“When did he say that, Mac? Before Ed- 
ward and I got here?’ 

“Yes,” said Macgregor, inserting one finger 
in his collar and loosening it a trifle, “just 
before you got here. He’d gotten back from 
that drive around the island. I found him 
grouching in an empty room—waiting for to- 
morrow morning—and I said, ‘Stella’s fooled 
you for once—she gets in to-night,’ and Tony 
said, ‘Stella never fooled me in her life.’ 
Stella, a strong man’ $ trust is nothing to play 
fast and loose with.” 

“T know it, Mac. You don’ t know how 
horribly ashamed I am. . 

“Let your punishment be,” ” said Macgregor 
pontifically, ‘that you never tell. Lock your 
secret in your own breast. Do that much for 
Tony’s peace of mind—if you love him!” He 
added quaintly, “‘ You’ll throw an awful scare 
into him if you begin to talk about confessions, 
my dear.” 


” 





HERE was a ple asant commotion without. 

Tony’s voice, “I say, look out for those! 
and Milly’s Peter Pan laugh. Edward en- 
tered, bearing a plate of crackers and cheese, 
Tony with a frosted shaker, Milly with a small 
round tray of glasses. 

Tony poured. 

“None for me, Tony dear,” said his wife. 

“Oh, come, old thing!” said Tony, “the 
night you get back! Be a sport—just a half- 
size, anyhow!’ 

Stella yielded with touching humility. 

‘““‘Umm—very good cheese!” said Milly, 
munching. 

Tony set the shaker down upon the table, 
pre — to pass the glasses. 

, Tony dear—not there—it spoils the 
polish!” cried the hostess involuntarily. 
“‘Where’s that little lacquer table?” She 
turned to look for it, saw it, ran to it. 

The little lacquer table held a tray of its 
own—a percolator,a small silver sugarbowl and 
cream pitcher, two little Dresden coffee cups, 
with coffee yet standing in the bottom of them. 

" Why, Tony—what very untidy house- 
keeping!” cried Stella reproachfully. ‘You 
know, dear, we never have coffee in here. 
Take the tray, please, Mac—” 

Macgregor took the tray, and cast in so 
doing a frightful glare at Tony, who stood 
with both hands in his pockets, debonairly 
awaiting the fall of the ax. 

“Let me take it into the pantry!” said 
Milly heipfully. She and Mac juggled it 
away between them. 

“There!” said Milly viciously as the door 
swung between dining-room and pantry. 

She hurled one tiny cup and saucer through 
the window into outer darkness. 

“Then you don’t feel the need to confess?” 
inquired Mac, regarding her with interest. 
“No, I can see you don’t!” 

“T was cold with horror when she looked at 
that tray,” shivered Milly pathetically. “Oh, 
Mac—if I ever get out of this—” 

“You'll be good, won’t you?” 
Macgregor, grinning soothingly. 


” 


” 


suggested 


“Oh, Mac—the trust in Edward’s eyes—it 
just kills me!” said Milly. 

‘Ye-ah!” said Mac. “The trust—in 
Edward's eyes! Beautiful!” 

“* Mac—I’m through with playing around!” 


‘THE pantry door swung open silently, 
Tony joined them. He was wiping h’s 
brow as he came. 
“A close squeak—what?”’ he commented. 
“What did you come out here for?” cried 


Milly in an agonized whisper. ‘ What’ll 
Edward think?” 
“Matches,” said Tony coldly. “Can't I 


go to the pantry after matches in my own 
house? Besides—we’ve giv en the whole show 
away half a dozen times since they came in 
and they haven’t noticed anything.” He 
added gloomily: “Stella is an unsuspecting 
angel, if ever there was one. I feel the 
darnedest rotter. 

“What do you suppose I feel?” asked Milly 
fiercely. then Edward looks at me— 
with those nice honest eyes of his... 

““Go back and tell ’em both all about it,” 
Mac suggested. 

“Mac—are you crazy?” cried Milly. 

“Steady, old son!” said Tony gently. 
“What good’ll that do? )We’ve got no right 
to destroy their peace of mind, just to ease 
our own consciences.” 

“Absolutely not!” said Milly. 
it never can happen again!” 

“What—never?” said Tony. 
hastily. “‘You’re right—never!”’ 

Back in the room from which the two little 
coffee cups and the percolator had been 
subtracted, Edward stood beside Stella’s 
chair and looked down at the top of her 
smooth brown head with a certain amount 
of gloom. 

Both he and she had something the air of 
people who snatch at a moment in which the 
crowd ebbs away from them. 

“You see,”” murmured Stella, “I was right 
—they need us. It was all a—midsummer 
madness, Edward. Now we've got to 
forget. . 

i Milly’ s “such a childish little thing,” said 
Milly’s husband almost gruffly. “She—you 
can see how she leans on me... and all 
that.” 

“Poor Tony!” sighed Stella, not without a 
touch of delicate resentment (she was not 
inviting discussion of Milly’s childishness). 
“Fancy what he’d be without me to take care 
of him. Coffee in here—cigaret ashes on the 
floor. I know exactly how he’s been living 
while I’ve been away. Oh, Edward—there’s 
nothing for it but duty—and good-by!”’ 

Macgregor from the doorway echoed the 
last word warningly. ‘‘Good-by? Not till 
we've had that drink, anyhow! Come along. 
Milly—your husband is r’arin’ to go!” 

Milly and Tony drifted in, along carefully 
divergent paths. 

Each took a glass, gazed into the amber fluid 
as into a prophetic crystal. 

“It’s probably gotten warm, waiting,” said 
Tony. 

“Better take what you can get—and be 
thankful,” Milly told him impertinently, 
“Prohibition, you know!” Their eyes met 
with a last outlawed gleam in each, a softening 
sternly repressed. 

“Well,” said Edward, always impatient of 
preliminaries. 

“‘Give you a toast,’”’ said Macgregor—they 
lifted their glasses, waiting politely—he swept 
the group with his dry, keen smile. ‘‘ Aloha 
kakou!” 

“What does it mean, Mac?” asked Milly, 
“before we drink!” 

“Ves—how interesting, Mac!” said Stella. 
“What does it mean? 

“Tt means,” said Mac, “‘To us two!’ — 
drained his glass, and poured himself another. 

There was an odd, startled little pause, 
through which Milly moved first, swiftly, to 
clink her glass with Edward’s. 

“To us two!” she said a trifle breathlessly, 
smiled up into his eyes and drank. 

Stella and Tony came together a second 
later, Stella sweetly flushed, Tony, for once, 
unsmiling. 

“To us two, dear!” said Stella. 

“No heel taps!” said Tony. 

“Good toast, eh?’’ said Macgregor. ‘ Any- 
body like to break his glass, after drinking 
it?” 

Nobody cared to break his glass, at which 
Stella looked frankly relieved, and as soon as 
they had said good-by properly, Milly and 
Edward went home, with Macgregor a fertium 
quid as far as his diggings at the Club. 

It was while Edward was getting a box of 
cigarets in the Club, having suddenly dis- 
covered his immediate need of them, that 
Milly made her apology. 

“Thanks—forever and ever, Mac!” she 
said. ‘ You-saved my little day. I-dare say 
I’m not worth it, but after all I mean some- 
thing—to Edward.” 

“Rot!’’ said Macgregor. “I’ve had a most 
amusing evening—and a most envious one. 
He added with his first touch of bitterness: 
“There isn’t a woman in the world cares 
enough for me to deceive me. I’m a lonely 
man! 


“ Besides— 


He added 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 





Now Horace and Tubby and the 
ladies are inside and seated so close 
to the jazz that the notes from the 
sliphorn splash right on their table. 





THE GREENWICH VILLAGE OF PARIS 


Frank Ward O’Malley’s Article 


Continued from page 50) 


martre, however, it would be well to pause 
in the Latin Quarter for just a moment, if 
only to learn why the Quarter is not, never 
in its present estate can be, the Greenwich 
Village of Paris. 

The insurmountable obstacle which for- 
ever will prevent the Quarter from hoping 
to become even a poor imitation of New 
York’s Greenwich Village is the presence in 
the Quarter of so many schools—schools of 
painting, of sc ulpture, enginecring, economics, 
medicine, architecture, design. Real schools 
mean real work. There is, for instance, the 
historical case of none other than Michel- 
angelo himself and his—from the viewpoint 
of ultra-modernist art—one sad, hopeless, 
vital limitation. He was, it is true, a great 
painter, engineer, sculptor, architect, and 
a worthy poet, but as a ukulele player he 
was rotten. What I aim to make clear is 
the almost obvious truism that you can’t 
be.a Greenwich Villager and work. 


HAT first night’s search for sin in the 

Latin Quarter was just saved from being 
a total loss by one magnificent experience. 
But even the big moment, splendid though it 
was, really was not so sinful as it was exciting. 
I happened to run into a friend of mine, the 
Majah, a stoutish yet active gentleman from 
Atlanta, Georgia. Together we entered the 
Bal Bullier, a spacious café-dansant, in the 
Boulevard St. Michel—not what it was, per- 
haps, in the old days, but still nightly jammed 
with dancing couples that fill a floor not so 
much smaller than the floor of Madison 
Square Garden. 

The Majah and I, at any rate I, remained 
in the dance hall only a few minutes; just two 
minutes, to be exact. We boys had a little 
trouble. Seated within arm’s length of the 
dancers, my fiery Southern friend and I 
watched the couples sweep by for one min- 
ute and fifty-nine seconds. And then I 
noticed a languorous lady of color dance to- 
ward us, her dusky cheek pressed close to the 
pale cheek of her white partner. 

Simultaneously into view fox-trotted hap- 
pily three male lineal descendants of the last 
surviving president of the Society of the 
Only Body Servant really Owned by George 
Washington. The dusky cheeks of these 
three snappy young Afro-American trippers 
also were pressed lovingly close to the white 
cheeks of- 

Now, don’t be alarmed. My friend, the 
touchy Majah from Atlanta, saw none of 
this. He had turned completely in his chair 
to call a waiter and, his broad back to the 
dancing floor, he could not see the happy 
colored lads dancing by with the white girls 
of France at all. 

I had sense enough, needless to say, to let 
the jolly black-and-white couples dance right 
on past us without nudging the Majah. He 
might turn round too soon. I know the 
Majah. Bigoted—and rough! 


“Uh-ummm, white lady!” ecstatically 


crooned one of the snappy, happy, dusky 
young men—the one in the electric blue 
lounge suit—to his fair dancing companion. 
**Jac’line, yo’-all suttin’y does shake a mean 
lil’ limbah lowah limb!” 

Busy though the Majah was at the mo- 
ment, he turned happily in his chair upon 
hearing at his elbow the old-home croon of 
the soft, soothing cadences of our own dear 
Southland. 


The Injured: 

Marsh, J. Pink; American, colored, 47 
years. (Valet to proprietor—now in Paris 
—of Hazelden Farm, Brook, Indiana, 
U. S. A.) Both teeth and diamond stud 
knocked from respective sockets; shock. 
Removed to 1l'H6pital-du-Fourteenth-of- 
July. 

Lippincott, George W.; American, for- 
merly of Chicago, U. S. A. _ Ex-Pullman 
porter in States. Compound fracture of 
brown derby; severe shock. Removed un- 
conscious to l’Hospice-de-le-Sauce-Tartare. 

Tooker, A. Lincoln; American, colored, 
28 years. Last address either seven or 
eleven (unable to give address distinctly) 
rue du Général-Shérman, Savannah, Geor- 
gia, U. S. A. Light blue clothing forcibly 
removed while still buttoned, causing 
severe shock; superficial and subcutaneous 
posterior abrasions and contusions, result- 
ing from the kick of the boot. Removed to 
|’ H6pital-du-Seventeenth-of-March. 

- , Major——; American gentleman, 
white. (Unable to give name coherently 
to gendarme.) Said to reside in the 
Boulevard- Peachtree, Atlanta, Georgia, 

S. A. Superficial razor cuts on first and 
third chins. Removed himself unassisted 
to the Café d'Harcourt, to Maxim’s, to 
Zelli’s, to Moulin Rouge in two taxicabs, 
back to Maxim's and disband. 





I called to see the Majah at his hotel the 
next day. He was lying waniy at high noon 
in bed. It was he who told me that the real 
Greenwich Village of Paris lay far to the 
north, not the south, of the grand boulevards. 
It was to be found, he said, high on the great 
hill where, once upon a time—yes, even 90 
recently as in the great days when La Goulue 
was queen of the world’s most famous café: 
dansant, the Moulin Rouge—peaceful vine 
yards twined garlands of grapes round the 
slopes of Montmartre. 

The one-time vineyards along the Butte, 
so the Majah had learned, were all but gone; 
nevertheless, until far in the night he ha 
found it not difficult to twine vine leaves if 
his hair. Even his glass eye still was veined 
like the rising-sun flag of Japan. 


At SUNSET that evening I was standing 
on the slope of Montmartre, first in line 
of a long queue of Americans, all champing 
at their bits while awaiting the opening 
(Continued on page 112) 
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brings to you from Paris the smart perfumes which 


exquisite women of the Continent have chosen to 
express their varied moods and interests and caprices. 


HE First Woman was perhaps a naive feminine person 

who loved simplicity. She made herself enchanting 
with pure flower odors—without blending or modifying 
their bucolic fragrances. 


But you—-today—are oh so different! Beguiling creature of a 
thousand complexities, you demand that your perfumes be as subtle 
and as various as your whimsical changeful self. For every flitting 
mood, for every occasion, for every frock, you must have a perfect 
sympathetic fragrance that accents exquisitely the spirit of the 
moment and you. 


Elizabeth Arden, who knows so well the hearts of women, under- 
stands this need. She has searched the fragrant markets of the 
world for the perfumes which shall enable every woman to express 
her many-sided self accurately and bewitchingly. 


And Elizabeth Arden has been successful in her search, for she 
has brought to you the perfumes of Babani of Paris—the chosen 
perfumes of the Continent and the gay capitals of the world. 


Babani’s Perfumes have in them the rare and elusive fragrance of 
far-grown flowers, captured, distilled, modified, blended by the 
sophisticated hand of a Frenchman wise in the ways of perfumes. 
Each perfume is quick with sparkling individuality. 


In one you will feel the spirit of elfin mischief; in another the 
dreamy languor of southern isles. In one, the spice of Orient 
bazaars; in another the breath of brocaded elegance that matches 
your most extravagant gown, your most formal frame of mind. A 
perfume for tailleur mood, and one for hours of gorgeous relaxation. 
All fittingly bottled in smart flacons, and treasured in lovely and 
novel boxes. You will want more than one! 


You will find Babani Perfumes on sale with Elizabeth Arden’s 
Venetian Toilet Preparations in 700 stores. If it happens that none 
of these dealers is convenient, write to Elizabeth Arden and she will 
be happy to supply your needs. 


AMBRE deDELHI: Mystery, enchantment —$2.75,7.00,9.00, 15.00 
LIGEIA: Romantic, luxurious 2.75, 7.00, 9.50, 12.00 
YASMAK: For the Exotic Blonde 2.75, 7.00, 12.00 
MING: Elfin, Playful Sweetness 2.75,5.50, 9.00 
AFGHANI: Colorful, Riotous, Untamed 2.75, 7.00, 9.00, 15.00 
DAIMO: Picturesque, Theatrical 2.75,6.50, 8.00 


JASMIN de COREE: Provocative, a Challenge 


BARAN} 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 
673 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
25 Old Bond Street, London 2 rue de la Paix, Paris 


2.75,6.50,8.50, 9.00 























| the doors of the Moulin Rouge. 


| that all the world has gone. 
| does What’s-his-name—you know the one 
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The lovely 
afterglow that lighted the Place Blanche 
suddenly gave way to a whirligig blaze of 
electricity overhead, as the advertising roof- 
signs snapped into action. The night-shift 
whistle blew on the old Red Mill, the doors 


| opened, and all us mill hands filed inside to 
| work. 


Long before this I had found proof all 
about me that at last I was in the real Green- 
wich Village of Paris; there wasn’t a school 
in sight, not even a stude. I found more. 
I found that La Goulue herself still lived; was 
sitting with old cronies at a side table, sip- 


| ping her modest drink; was telling me between 
| sips her memories of the great days of the 


Butte’s Augustan era, when La Goulue was 
queen of queens of the Moulin Rouge. To- 
day, hélas, in all a great cityful scarce one 
gold coin can be found; but once the world 
was all bright mornings—a Goulue clinking 
homeward through the gathering day, her 
feet afire from dancing the night through on 
the floor of the mill; her silk-clad knees pain- 
fully swollen, interfering with their stuffing 
of twenty-franc gold pieces, flipped to her by 
Russian Grand Dukes, Earls of England, 
Hindu nabobs, Princes, even Kings! 

Gone, all gone, sighed La Goulue. Gone 
the days when Morocco magnates, following 
the annual taking of inventory in the harem, 


| dashed off to Paris to stock up with new lines 
| of goods. 


All, all passes! 
But, doubtless, so does the Kaiser believe 
Probably so 


the one that ran against Coolidge. 
But don’t you believe them! Especially 
don’t believe La Goulue. Ask any American 
in Paris that has spent a night up on Mont- 
martre, which means any American in Paris. 
whether he thinks Montmartre is fouf-au- 


I mean- 


| humdinger or isn’t. 


The fastest way to find the answer is to join 
the taxicab parade which nightly sets north- 
ward from the grand boulevards and blats 
its winding way up the hill. Best of all, get 
a taxi seat well up in that division of the pee- 
rade, placarded, *‘ Prominent American Citi- 
zens in Automobiles.” This division of the 
pee-rade alone takes more than three hours 
to pass a given point. The American di- 
vision’s slow progress is largely due, of course, 
to the greatness of the number of entrants in 
line, but also partly to the American habit— 
in Paris—of stopping frequently en route. 
It has been estimated with fair accuracy that 
the engines of the American-ladened taxicabs 
in line rarely are able to get more than a mile 
to the magnum. 


ACK in the days of a Goulue or a Nini 
Patte en l’Air, what Montmartre calls the 
“bon micheton’’—loose spender—was the 
visiting Russian. Even visiting Germans had 
reputations then as nighthawks of prodigal- 


| ity, and the French themselves helped nobly 
| in the indoor sport of staying out all night. 


That was back in fairly recent days, when one 
still could find all-night excitement within 
a step of the down-ville boulevards. 
Montmartre then had its cabaret belt, of 
course, but it was not, as it is now, almost the 
sole center of after-midnight high jinks. And 
Montmartre was then the home, too, of paint- 
ers and sculptors. Many of these real work- 
ers still live on the Butte; but gradually the 
American jazz bands, cork poppings, and blare 
and glare are driving the serious art folk up 
the peak to the very feet of the basilica of the 
Sacre-Coeur—the great white marble pile 
that looks down from the highest mists of 


| Montmartre upon the gray city below. 


To-day the Russians, even Grand Dukes, 
all are either dead or dead broke. The Ger- 
mans have two reasons for not being among 
those present. The French since the war 
have, for several reasons, largely lost the art 
of late nighthawking, an important reason 


| being the relatively high cost of transporta- 


tion to their suburban homes when, round 
midnight, the subway and surface-car traffic 
of Paris stops for the night. The Paris taxi- 
bandit legally may throw away his meter and 


| dicker with a potential fare after the subway 


| has called it a day. 


They are good dickerers. 
But what’s a double, triple or even—eee- 
yow/—a  sextuple—attaboy, gals!—taxicab 


| price to a festive race of visitors, fat with 
| wallets that are—whoo pee, you little rascals!— 


stuffed with travelers’ checks made in Amer- 
ica? Woof! Woof! Gassong, ’s too late 
for a porterhouse steak smothered in lamb- 
chops? Wow! Gassong, do another brodie 
into that there wine cooler. TJoot-sweet! 

What I am trying to holler above the uproar 
is that to-day the American is the undisputed 
amateur, pro, and open champ bon micheton 
of the Greenwich Village of the eastern world. 
Experts on financial matters up on the Butte 
told me that more than one-third, almost one- 
half, of the fortune that Montmartre gathers 
in each night is American. 

The fun merchants of Montmartre have 
a highly perfected organization. The fact 


that Americans are the chief spenders simpli- 


fies matters for the amusement purveyors, 
The American nighthawk bent on hilarious 
holiday is elemental in his midnight playtime 
wants. Jazz, cork poppings, girls, noise, 
food, dancing, bright lights, and lots of other 
places to go to—the American nighthawk 
wants all these and he wants the whole list 
served simultaneously. So upon Montmartre 
he gets what he wants when he wants it. 

Until American jazz bands and jazz music 
began to rip their way all over Paris the 
French restaurateur did not know, simple 
soul, that it was even possible to dine and 
dance simultaneously. What! Is it that 
these crazy Americans make the jump from 
the table between the bird and the salad and 
trot the fox? Is it that it is that that? 

“That’s that!” verified some newcomers, 
lately arrived on Montmartre to set up amuse- 
ment shops. “You got the big idea, bo! 
That’s them!” 

These new arrivals among the midnight 
amusement purveyors on the Butte knew per- 
fectly what was wanted because, although 
perhaps born in Italy, Russia, Spain, or France 
they had been taken in their infancy or boy- 
hood to New York by emigrant parents. 
Here, after patient years of praiseworthy 
study and observation of certain business 
methods in our kindly American metropolis, 
they had developed in time into splendid big, 
red-blooded, one-hundred-per-cent-Manhat- 
tan he go-getters. 


R. VOLSTEAD made his little contri- 

bution to history, whereupon these he 
go-getters promptly left us flat and set sail 
eastward for the land of the free. Every- 
body will doubtless be glad to learn that 
the boys are doing very well now abroad. 
One of them, a young man of Italian birth, 
who worked at odd jobs in New York, Chi- 
cago, and San Francisco from babyhood to 
the Eighteenth Amendment, arrived on Mont- 
martre and, almost penniless, opened a small 
café-dansant just after the World War. On 
Christmas Day, 1921, he gave his wife her 
thoid automobile—and the thoid car sure 
does spread a mean wheel-base! In the first 
week of May, 1922, he paid two hundred and 
eighty-three thousand francs for merely his 
second country estate in France. And he 
told me himself that he is just a young fellah, 
minding his own damn business and trying 
to get along in the woild. He’s a great little 
describer. 

“And lemme tell you something else,” he 
added, in perfect Manhattanese, his voice 
almost breaking with emotion as a flood of 
American patriotism, of really sincere grati- 
tude for all that America had done for him, 
all but overwhelmed him. “Right up here 
on Mawmahtaw I jipped more’n t’ree-thoids 
of it out of we Americans.” 

Down in the work-a-day sections of Paris 
IT never could learn of a single instance where 
an American had been overcharged, short 
changed or subjected to any other form of 
dishonesty in hotels, restaurants or shops, 
large or small. On the higher levels of the 
Greenwich Village of Paris, however, the 
neophytic American innocent, especially 
along about the zero hours, would do well to 
proceed cautiously on low. Nothing rough 
will happen—never anything so crude as that; 
but if the innocent doesn’t keep both eyes 
peeled he may awake at noon to the appalling 
discovery that his night of playfulness on 
Montmartre has cost him almost two-thirds 
as much as the same thing here—a midnight 
circuit of all the twenty-five or more “little 
clubs” of Manhattan—would cost him. 
And a whole night on Montmartre should 
not cost anything so appalling as that. 

After, dining below along the grand bcule- 
vards, maybe in a restaurant up on the Butte 
itself, the American will, more likely than not, 
head straight for the world’s greatest dance 
hall, the Moulin Rouge. Crowds attract 
crowds; and the new Moulin Rouge, rebuilt 
after the old Moulin Rouge went up in smoke 
during the war, is, with its annex, large enough 
to accommodate almost four thousand 
dancers. 

What are either two orchestras or two saw- 
mills—I meant to find out which they were 
but forgot in the excitement—are rasping and 
banging American jazz dance music as one 
enters. Outside in the Place Blanche the 
colorful glow of electric display signs had 
seemed dazzling, but now, upon entering, one 
is blinded by the white blaze of electricity; 
one recoils from a sudden blast of heated air 
that is heavy, almost fetid, with a combination 
of all the perfumes of all France, of cigaret 
smoke, human animal heat, wines, flowers, 
sachet powders. 


“TREE is a first impression of a hot, 
noisy, glaring hall, its walls and columns 
aglow with gay reds and yellows and touches 
of green. Far off and below is the great 
dancing floor, framed with tiers of long, ris- 
ing, step-like platforms, each “step” paved 
with men and women, who drink and smoke 
(Continued on page 113) 
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OR nearly a century, Cheney 
Silks have been notable as the 
finest silken fabrics for purposes 
of dress. Among them, also, are 
light-weight silks for the beauti- 
fication of the home. 


Colours and designs of every 
period in history are represented 
in this collection, suggesting a 





limitless variety of window 
drapes, cushions and lamp 
shades, as well as négligées and 
other robes intimes. 


The setting for the smartly 
dressed woman is as important as 
her wardrobe. Cheney Silks are 
appropriate for both, with posi- 
tive assurance of correctness. 


Cheney Dress Silks, Velvets, Ribbons, Decorative and Uphol- 
stery Silks, Men’s Silk Suitings, Cravats and Men’s Hosiery 
are obtainable at stores with a reputation for fine merchandise. 
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HOUBIGANT ODEURS 


Quelques Fleurs 
Le Parfum Idéal 
Un Peu d’Ambre 
Le Temps des Lilas 
Violette Houbigant 
Coeur de Jeannette 
Quelques Violettes 
Mon Boudoir 

La Rose France 
Premier Mai 
Parfum Inconnu 
D’Argeville 

Jasmin Floral 


Mes Delices 


GJ HROUGHOUT the centuries the sovereignty 
of France in certain arts has remained unques- 
tioned by the world. In perfume making, 
France has had no rival since the establishment 
of the House of Houbigant, in 1775. It was 





Le Parfum Idéal— 
subtly alluring 
and distinctive. 





Mon Boudoir— 


the essence of 
French sophistication. 





Le Temps des Lilas— 
Spring embodied 
in a perfume. 
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Extraits, Fame de Toilette, Foudres, Poudres a Sachet, Foudres de Tale, 
Pondres Compactes, Rouges, Savows, Sels powrle Bain, Brillantines 





an exquisite talent—that of the founder of this 
great French House. To Marie Antoinette, 
he paid tribute with enchanting perfumes 
created for her use; and soon was famous. 
To-day, women of distinguished place in every 
Court of Europe testify to the magic skill of 
another HOUBIGANT by their unvarying pref- 
erence for HOUBIGANT extraits. All these in- 
imitable perfumes, together with fine colognes, 
powders and other delightful toiletries, are 
now available in America. You will find them 
at smart shops everywhere. 


HOUBIGANT CAC 


New York, 16 WesT49TH St. MontreAt, 46 St. ALEXANDER ST. 
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at little tables as they watch the dancing 
couples always whirling by 

A long and busy bar » an the length of 
the wall to the left. Girls, girls, girls sit 
perched on high seats along the bar, some of 
them sipping drinks that the male escort 
beside them has bought. Others, so far 
unmated, frankly and smilingly, and almost 
in broken English, are constantly turning 
from the bar to importune each new male 
arrival—sometimes coyly plucking at the 
sleeve ot a passing dinner coat—to tarry and 
make merry, if only to the extent of “’aving 
zhooz wanh leetl’ drank, yess?” 

Down on the edges of the dancing floor itself 
the floor is rimmed with a succession of small 
square enclosures, each of these uncovered 
loges-de-luxe containing its joyous little party 
of consistent c hampagne drinkers, the men and 
women usually in evening dress. The loge 
tables, one notes, enjoy the distinction of 
white table-cloths. The newcomer should also 
carefully note that, among the uncovered 
tables cluttering the tiers of platforms that 
rise from the level of the dancing floor back 
to the entrance doors, there are also tables 
scattered here and there covered with white 
linen. Stay away from these tables sporting 
table-cloths, innocents! Unless, of course, 
you crave the luxuries of the higher life. 
A table-cloth means that only champagne is 
served at that table. 

At the bare tables one may sip the 
cheaper wines or humble beer—no food is 
served—while gazing out and down upon the 
maze of dancing couples swirling round and 
round, or upon the ballets which, the floors 
having been cleared of general dancers, flash 
gloriously into view on the main dancing floor 
on such gala nights as Saturdays and Sundays. 


S FOR the general dancing, there are 
strangle-holds permitted by the commit 
tee on indoor sports which would perturb the 
amateur devils of Manhattan’s Greenwich 
Village. I never saw anything to equal them 
in this country, outside of the average young 
folks’ weekly dance these days in the average 
American country club. 

Wreathing in and among dancers who have 
only an academic interest in the decencies, 
one notes many decorous American ladies, any 
one of whom would put the social rollers under 
me forever if, here at home, I dared to invite 
her to an eminently respectable Tammany 
precinct chowder-dansant at Sheepshead Bay. 
I saw on one Sunday night—in the Moulin 
Rouge and on the Sabbath!—one of the haugh- 
tiest American ladies I know come up for air 
out of a particularly squashy jam of dancers. 
She was a mess. Her usually one hundred 
per cent. perfect toilette looked as undecided 
as our own living-room looks any Sunday 
night after the Old Man, as the folks playfully 
call me, has finished reading his six Sunday 
newspapers. 

That other American lady mentioned earlier 
—the shocked one who knew ¢ferREEDI’ and 
several other French words fluently—had had 
in mind some solo exhibition dances and bal- 
lets, performed by the Moulin Rouge’s big 
company of professionals, when telling me of 
the orgies she had been positively forced to 
witness in the Greenwich Village of Paris. 
Somehow I myself could not, however, work 
up a single shock while watching the same 
performances. The ballets all were beautiful. 

When the first tripper perhaps has danced, 
seen the ballets, and has given a quart of 

“the bottled laughter of the peasant girls of 
France”’ a good, honest trial, usually he slides 
homeward down the hill believing that he has 
seen all. He hasn’t. There are unsuspected 
parts of the Mill that swing inward oaly to the 
initiated, who pay a high price. These are 
the private dancing rooms, which honeycomb 
the upper walls of the great dance hall. The 
ballets, even the general dancing, end at a 
comparatively early hour, but the private 
dancing-drinking parties go on forever. 


OMETIME after midnight the doors leading 
to these private rooms are opened. A 
host and his lady and gentlemen guests enter 
aroom. The door closes. Thereafter the host, 
at least so far as the Moulin Rouge manage- 
ment is concerned, is sole arbiter of the sets 
of track and field events and indoor sports and 
pastimes indulged in by host and party. The 
management isn’t fussy. There’s a house 
tule, I’m told, that homicide in a private 
Tfoom, at least when committed messily, 
means that the over-impulsive clubman must 
pay the bill for neating up the room again. 
A clause in the insurance policy also, I learned, 
causes the house committee to frown upon 
arson. But for the rest, the ladies and gentle- 
men in the private rooms are permitted, even 
encouraged, to act just natural and have all 
the innocent fun their happy hearts wish. 
Usually it is about the time the private 
Tooms are opened that the sort of unguided 
American that picks a champagne-only table 
because of its nice, clean table-cloth decides 


to indulge in the great American nighthawk 
pastime of Going Some Place Else. 


His judg- 





ment, probably, is by this time not what it 
once was. Those unspeakable foreigners, 
instead of taking the lad aside when he gave 
his order and talking to him in a fatherly way, 
have been plying the poor boy with liquor. 
Birds now are singing in the little heart of fair- 
haired Horace, the Pride of Princeton’s sloping 
club street. 
Let’s trail along with handsome Horace 

the poor lad has no mother. 


ARLIER in the evening he had struck up 

acquaintanceship across tables with a wide, 
wistful young compatriot named Tubby. 
Tubby’s frat pin had been sufficient proof to 
Horace—who had begun to make advances 
toward undying friendship even before he had 
worked half way down the label of his first 
quart—that Tubby could not be anything but 
a gentleman. 

Yes, Horace not only had invited Tubby to 
his champagne-only table; good-hearted 
Horace had invited also a brace of the dance- 
hall ladies to sit and sip, and they had taken 
the dare. They were Southern girls, they said. 
That sounded just like Manhattan; although 
in justice to these lady frequenters of Mont- 
martre café-dansants it should be said that, 
unlike their always “Southern” sisters of 
Manhattan midnight life, nine out of ten times 
they really do come from the Midi, the Dixie- 
land of France. 

It just happens that one of the ladies knows 
of thirty-two, the other of a mere twenty-six, 
much smaller but lively firewater-dansants 
still open, all of them in or near the Place 
Blanche, the rue Pigalle, the rue Fontaine, 
and its general vivacious vicinity. Fifty- 
eight other places which positively must be 
looked into, and only all night left in which to 
cover the ground! Time presses. 

“DL ad- dees-see-ong, gazh—gassong!’’ Every 
American, even college men, learn that much 
French the first day. “ And a lil’ red taxi 

wagon. Make it snappy! Toot-sweet!”’ 

Handsome Horace’s overloaded taxicab 
starts much more than its engine. The first 
blat of its departing horn is the call to action 
to one of the most perfectly organized co- 
operative systems in the world. General 
staff, regular army, and the highly specialized 
intelligence department perfected by a certain 
grade of amusement purveyors on Montmartre 
now get down to the art of he-go-getting. 
Horace’s little red taxi may be careening 
across a shoulder of the Butte so fast—proba 
bly is—that its two wheels on the down-hill 
side never bother to touch the pavement; 
nevertheless word is traveling even faster to 
the next café-dansant in line that live ones are 
on their way. 


O BEGIN with, each restaurant or mid- 

night café on the Butte has on its staff a 
youth or young man known as the chasseur, 
or bell-hop. It is the chasseur who “puts 
through” telephone calls for patrons, when he 
is not dashing off on his ever-present bicycle 
with their written messages. But almost all 
chasseurs give the best of their chasseuring art 
to two little semi-private specialties. 

It is almost always the chasseur who sell; 
cocaine to the “regular”’ girls who frequent 
his restaurant or café. Drug experts of the 
Paris police told me that more than 80 per 
cent. of the Montmartre dance-hall girls are 
cocaine addicts—strenuously though the 
police fight to stamp out the evil. A Mont- 
martre chasseur’s other notable contribution 
to the world’s constructive work is to 
always on the lookout for parties of befuddled 
young, -especially old, gentlemen and their 
ladies wandering. through the neighborhood, 
and to announce in time to the boss that such 
a party is about to enter and scatter morc 
reams of the pale mauve money of fair France. 

One jump ahead of Horace, the chasseur’s 
bicycle clatters to the curb as he dashes in- 
doors with the good news that the market is 
about to go bullish. Beside the fallen bicycle 
handsome Horace uncertainly paws his fistful 
of French notes under the glittering black eyes 
of the night-hawk taxi bandit. 

“Geeve ’eem wanh looie only, ’Orace,” one 
of the thoughtful Southern girls advises 
Princeton’s Pride. ‘Zhooz wanh looie, eet ees 
planty.” 

‘Planty” is right. One louis is twenty 
francs. Even at that hour Horace, were he 
wise, might have handed the taxi bandit five 
francs, even less, for the short ride, and the 
grateful chauffeur would have stolen his first 
kiss from the cheek of a Princeton man. 

And now Horace and Tubby and the ladies 
are inside and seated so close to the jazz band 
that the notes from the sliphorn splash right 
on their table. Horace thinks he selected 
that table. He didn’t. As Host Horace had 
entered, the chasseur had panted low in 
French, Russian or Italian, ‘“‘That’s the guy— 
the one with the low brow and no chin.’ 

Meanwhile Horace’s lady was marching 
him without hesitation to a table that had 
been hastily set and waiting between the bass 
drum and the E-flat cornet. Blatant, 

(Concluded on page 114) 








Teeth Like Pearls 


Don’t leave that film-coat on them 


Wherever dainty people meet, you 
see prettier teeth today. 


In old days most teeth were film- 
coated. Now millions use a new- 
type tooth paste which fights film. 


Make this free test, if only for 
beauty’s sake. Ten days will show 
you what it means to you. 


Those cloudy coats 


Your teeth are coated with a vis- 
cous film. You can feel it. Much of 
it clings and stays under old-way 
methods. 


Soon that film 
forms dingy coats. 
That’s how teeth 


discolors, then 


methods were embodied in a new- 
type tooth paste. The name is Pep- 
sodent. Leading dentists the world 
over began to advise it. Now care- 
ful people of some 50 nations employ 
it every day. And to millions of 
homes it is bringing a new dental 
situation. 


Other discoveries 


A way was also found to multiply 
the alkalinity of the saliva as well as 
its starch digestant. Those are Na- 
ture’s agents for neutralizing acid 
and digesting starch deposits. 

Pepsodent with 
every use gives 





lose luster. 


Film also causes 
most tooth 
troubles, and very 
few escape them. 
It holds food sub- 
stance which fer- 





Protect the Enamel 


Pepsodent disintegrates the 
film, then removes it with an 
agent far softer than enamel. 

ever use a film combatant 
which contains harsh grit. 


them manifold 
effect. 


These  discov- 
eries are every- 
where’ changing 
the old methods 
of teeth cleaning. 








ments and forms 

acid. It holds the 

acid in contact with the teeth to 
cause decay. Germs breed by mil- 
lions in it. They, with tartar, are 
the chief cause of pyorrhea. 


The new-day method 


Dental science has found two 
effective ways to daily fight that 
film. One acts to disintegrate the 
film at all stages of formation. The 
other removes it without harmful 
scouring. 


After many careful tests these 





| Pangsada ant 


They have 
brought a new 
conception of what clean teeth mean. 


A delightful test 


We offer here a delightful test 
which will be a revelation. 


Send coupon for the 10-Day Tube. 
Note how clean the teeth feel after 
using. Mark the absence of the 
viscous film. See how teeth become 
whiter as the film-coats disappear. 


What you see and feel will very 
soon convince you. You will leara 
the way to benefits you want. Cut 
out coupon now. 





10-Day Tube Free” 





REGUS 


The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific tooth paste based on 
modern research, now advised by 
leading dentists the world over. 





THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
Dept.319, 1104S. Wabash Ave.,Chicago, Ill. 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 


Only one tube to a family 
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Prammacar comenn” 


the safe and polite side 


Ask your best friend— 


af you dare 


| pews DS constantly dodge this subject; even 
wives and husbands usually avoid it. It’s 


a thing that people simply do not talk about. 


Your friends won’t tell you if you are guilty 
and the insidious thing about it all is that you, 
yourself, are in all likelihood innocent of being 
an offender this way. 


The one fortunate thing about halitosis 
(which is the medical term for unpleasant breath) 
is that there is one sure, simple way of being on 
the safe and polite side. 

That is by the systematic use of Listerine as a 
mouth wash and gargle. Fastidious people every- 
where have adopted Listerine this way as a 
daily habit—as regular as the use of the tooth 
brush. 


Sometimes, of course, halitosis is due to some deep- 
seated, organic disorder that requires professional advice; 
but usually—and fortunately—it is only a local condition 


that yields quickly to the regular use of Listerine. 

It is an interesting thing that this well-known antiseptic 
that has been in use for years for surgical dressings, pos- 
sesses these peculiar properties as a breath deodorant. It 
halts food fermentation and leaves the breath fresh, sweet 
At the valuable in 
combating sore throat. 


and clean. same time Listerine is very 


Your druggist will supply you with Listerine. He sells 
lots of it. It has dozens of different uses as a safe antiseptic 
and has been trusted as such for half a century. Read the 
interesting little booklet that comes with every bottle.— 


Saint Louis, U. S. A. 


Lambert Pharmacal Company, 








use 


LISTERINE 


For 
HALITOSIS 


Fastidious peo ple everywhere 
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discordant uproar right at one’s elbow—at least 
so I was told by one of Montmartre’s most 
learned amusement psychologists—always 
loosens up the young, even the aged, particu- 
larly when they are internally jingled with 
that which hardens the arteries but softens the 
heart. More noise! Wow! 

“Hooz-hootch, gazzong! Hooz—wazzat? 
On’y zhampagne, huh? On’y vintazh zham- 
pagne, huh-ick? Z’what I ordered, gazzong! 
Ver’ diztinc’ly I ordered vintazh zham- 
pagnehoozh f’r ev’body. Leave it t’you, 
Tubby—am I right or ’m I wrong? Didn't I 
diztine’ly zay, Tub, vintazh zhamp— Beat 
it, gazzong! Beat—” 

“Zo you Prinz’on man, too, Ztub—Tubby! 
Well, ’m son ’v gun! Wha’ year, Tubby? 
Wha’ year you fired from Prinz’on, y’old— 
Fade, gazzong! Fadef Y’lef’? Prinz’on flat 
*n went Yale, eh-ick? Yale, thazza good 
school, too. Travel ’z bes’ school ’v all! 
Broadens! Thaz why I’m over here— 
broaden! Man’ger, page my waiter, gone 
f’r zhampagne-hoozh.” 

Thus is life; when it isn’t one bottle it’s 
another. Horace is charged from seventy- 
five to one hundred francs the bottle for the 
French wine served to him in the sort of 
thimble-size resorts into which the gay 
Southern girls lead him. The same brand is 
sold at eighteen francs a bottle down the hill— 
at very little more, even on Montmartre, to 
careful shoppers. On each ad-dees-see-ong 
handed to Horace along the route will also 
probably be added a ten-per-cent “luxury 
tax.”” That particular luxury tax was abol- 
ished by law long ago; but some of those 
amusement lads on the Butte have so much 
on their minds that they’ve forgotten, that’s 
all. 


ND the night grows apace, and there are 

still fifty-seven other places to go to, 
with thrice that many little side pleasantries 
yet to be tried on Horace. Small things, these 
side pleasantries, perhaps, in themselves. It 
is only when they have been worked success- 
fully on Horace in nine or fifteen of the smaller 
cafés-dansant that he learns—once he has 
come up for air the following afternoon in his 
hotel room down near the Place Vendome— 
that the total sum of his ad-dees-see-ongs 
looms up nobly. 

There is always the raven-haired girl, for 
instance, who does a masterful business col- 
lecting purple money at the Horaces’ tables 
“‘ pour les musiciens.”” No American summer 
resort pastor, with a church mortgage to burn 
and passing the plate through a hot August 
while the passing is good, labors more heroi- 
cally at the art of plate passing than do these 
noble Montmartre girls, always sacrificing 
their young lives for les musiciens. The 
money they raise nightly is all spent, down to 
the last penny, on taking the flat notes out of 
E-flat cornets, tuning the piccolos and re- 
conditioning old-type enclosed sliphorns with 
modern open plumbing. It’s a worthy charity, 
chiefly supported by our own great-hearted, 
generous American people. 

Then in every other café-dansant there is 
the passing cigaret girl—goody—with exactly 
the ~~ of ceegairette that the two Southern 
girls have been trying unsuccessfully, hélas, 
all over Paris to find for weeks. Kind-hearted 
Horace buys fistfuls of them for the ladies. 
He is charged ten, maybe twelve, francs the 
package. At any corner “tabac”’ the price is 
five francs. 


Hints of dawn approach. If one still has 
held one’s. footing on the steep side slopes of 
Montmartre, slipperiest always toward dawn, 
Horace and party at last will find themselves 
safely off the Butte and down nearer the grand 
boulevards and the Seine levels again. But 
not home, not if Horace is a real nighthawk. 
He will now be beginning to come to again 
over a mess of oofs—that’s eggs in French— 
or onion soup, entirely surrounded by the 
thousands of all-night traders in meats and 
vegetables in the marketing district known as 
the Halles. 

It is here that the real nighthawk begins in 
the light of gathering day to end his night of 
Greenwichvillaging in Paris, in the café- 
restaurant of the Dog Who Smokes, the 

Gentle Papa and their kind. The cafés sur- 
rounding the Halles are, by day, merely dingy 
Paris bars, where one stands at one’s drink 
during broad daylight hours and _ touches 
elbows with humble, weary marketmen—now 
half asleep after the all-night drive into Paris 
atop their high carts of carrots. Thus were 
the Halles cafés until Montmartre had risen 
to its present midnight estate. 

Then the restaurateurs and café men cater- 
ing to the all-night market workers began to 
sit up and take notice, as into their bars began 
to trail through the dawn more and more 
hard-boiled, if somewhat chipped and 
cracked, shirt-fronts. Even rich but tousled 
evening gowns began to appear, cut low 
a-la-Valeska-Suratt. V’la/ Colleagues, let's 
begin to make a fuss over these new Mont- 
martre consumers! 

And so in haste and solely for sunrise use 
elaborate breakfasting rooms were con- 
structed, behind the cafés proper. Now one 
sees round dawn, even later, all that is physi- 
cally, morally, sartorially, and financially left 
of the Montmartre nighthawks stumbling out 
of their little red taxicabs at the cafés rimming 
the Halles; being hurriedly but obsequiously 
conducted past the backs of the poorly dressed 
marketmen at the bars, and so led into the 
gay glitter of the breakfast rooms beyond. 


HE early-morning dish so common among 

Americans breakfasting back home— 
onion soup—is the popular beginning of the 
growing day. That other homely old Amer- 
ican habit—v intage champagne at breakfast— 
is lustily indulged i in. Eeeeeeyip! We boys 
are commencing again. 

A first sun shaft slants over the Halles. 
From a corner table uncertainly rises a hun- 
dred per cent. American, full of emotion and 
everything. And through his personal vine 
leaves he carols, full voiced, emotionally, to 
his compatriots filling the room. 


O-ho, shay—can—you—sheeee 
By the dawnzh early liiiight— 


Some of them can. 

But it’s a great life—if you don’t trip and 
fall off the Butte. It’s a Greenwich Village, 
is Montmartre, rich in the three elemental 
developing forces of the beautiful arts, rich 
in the three to a degree now unknown among 
our own geniuses down round Washington 
Square. It has unlimited booze, jazz, and 
loose spenders. And any Manhattan Green- 
wich Village esthete can tell you that whena 
nation lacks, as crude America now so woe- 
fully lacks, these three essential elements of 
modernist estheticism, that nation’s art never 
can hope to prevail. 





The Christmas Number of Harper’s Basar will have, in 
addition to many pages of Christmas gifts, several pages 


of winter sports fashions. 


from our London office which says in part, 


We have just received a letter 


“The successor 


to the Shetland much patterned sweater-mitten-scarf idea 
has not really been launched, but we can tell you confidently 
that it will be chic to get exactly what is worn by husband, 
brother, or fiancé, preferably supplied by the shop patronized 


by the Prince of Wales. 


sketches for you in a few days.” 


We shall have some interesting 


In the Christmas Number. 
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Glove-Silk vest with an 
ordinary vest. Look 
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ments, the width at the 
hips and the length. Ac- 
tually more material in 
the Mohawk one. That's 
why it is the best fitting, 
most comfortable you can 
buy. 
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GLOVE-SILK SECRETS 


RULY the success of a becoming frock hangs on 

the clinging silken loveliness of its soft foundation. 
Women who travel, girls away at school, efficient 
business women have discovered other secrets of 
Mohawk Glove-Silk Underwear. 
so easy to launder—no bother to keep in repair! 
ultimate saving far outweighs the first cost. 
find Mohawk durable and economical. 
to the pleasure and satisfaction you feel in the possession 
of glove-silk underwear of such daintiness and charm. 


Costume-slips, step-ins, envelope chemises, knickers, 
as vests are all expressive of the 
characteristic of Mohawk. Ask 
and hosiery, too—at the better 


and bloomers as well 
quality, fit and finish 
for Mohawk gloves 
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fact that he did not own a share of the affected 
stocks, nor, as far as he knew, did any of his 
family, and that his own branch of work had 
to do with permanent and conservative invest- 
ment, but the real basis of his sardonic disgust, 
his amused contempt, was his present despair 
with himself. 

He had failed as well in this comparatively 
simple task of being a business man. 

He arrived at this decision somewhere 
around three o’clock of the afternoon and he 
was much relieved when his mind was made 
up. He dropped the letters he had finished 
into a basket for outgoing mail and arranged 
his other papers carefully and, pushing back 
his chair abruptly, stood up and went over to 
the ground-glass door that separated his room 
from the private offices of Perry. He rapped 
on the foggy, corrugated panel 


ERRY’S voice told him to come in, but he 

did not turn his head at Guilian’s entrance 
and for a moment Guilian waited 1n silence 

“Well?” Perry still did not turn his head. 

“I’m going to quit,” said Guilian. ‘I 
thought I would tell you.” 

He was astonished at the slow horror that 
crept for a moment on broken panic wings 
across the room. Perry jumped as if an unex- 
pected hand had fallen on his shoulder and sat 
up straight, twisting around a face, ashen 
colored and rigid, to meet Guilian’s 

“You're going to quit?” he asked breath- 
lessly. “Why? What do you... I 


Guilian laughed. “Your nerves are rotten 
aren’t they? What do I know? Nothing’ 
Why? What’s wrong? 

The rigidity of Perry’s face relaxed, releas- 
ing it into long slack lines of weariness and selt- 
indulgence. The perpetual youth, sneeringly 
gay, which was his habitual mask, for an in- 
stant gave place to a man careless of externals 

“Your nerves would be shot to hell, too,” 
he commented listlessly, “if you'd been 
through what I’ve been through . What 
do = want to quit for?” 

I’m fed up. Sick of it. I think I'll ship 
beforé the mast.” 

A childish anger, futile and sputtering, shook 
Perry like a wind. He brought his fist down 
on the table and half stood up in his chair. 

“You damn fool!” he snarled. ‘What the 
devil do I care what you do?”’ He sank back 
into his chair, his voice suddenly becoming 
arrogant. ‘When you've been longer in 
business, my good brother-in-law,” he said, 
“you'll know enough not to bother ‘the head of 
a firm with nonsense like this. Hand your 
resignation in to Clarkson, where it belongs.” 

His short mustache lifted itself back trom 
his teeth, and his eyes, fixed upon Guilian, 
were bulgingly contemptuous. 

“Thank you,” said Guilian. A tingling 
coldness was running along the back of his 
neck and up his veins. He took a deep breath 
He was filled with a waiting gentleness, his in- 
dignation made him forget his initial amaze- 
ment at Perry’s irritability. 

He hoped Perry understood If Perry spoke 
again in that voice he would thrash him then 
and there, and once he lost his temper with 
Perry he would try to hurt him as badly as he 
could. 

Perry understood; he understood Guilian’s 
eyes better than he understood his two words. 
His own eyes wavered and lost their arrogance 
and he smiled with a feeble attempt at good- 
nature. 

““Don’t lose your hair,” he continued. “1 
didn’t mean anything. You're not used to 
business yet. There isn’t time to waste in 
amenities. Wait a minute and I'll take you 
up to the club and give youa cocktail. I need 
a flock of them myself.”’ 

“Sorry,” replied Guilian, “I haven’t time 
I must turn things over to Woodruff, and 
afterwards I'll be going along. -If possible I 
want to get up to the country to-night.’ 


HE was smiling absent-mindedly as he 
went back to his own office. He spent a 
couple of hours instructing the patient Wood- 
ruff, who was losing the precious moments of 
his afternoon holiday, arid was losing them 
with the uncomplaining humility of the edu- 
cated but unsuccessful man. It was half past 
five before he arose from the desk and made 
ready to depart. 

Guilian took a surface car and at Twentieth 
Street turned eastward and into the breathless 
close of Madison Place where the leaves of the 
maples hung limply in a portentous stillness 
The tower ot St. Jude’s rose like a blunt gray 
finger petitioning silence before an approaching 
sound not yet clearly defined. Guilian twisted 
his latch-key in the door and pushed his way 
into a hall lit by a single lamp and smelling ot 
the baize-covered furniture and the stagnation 
of summer, and walking along it, ascended to 
the more generously illumined library. Under 
the lamp was a batch of letters arranged by 
Prescott’s careful hands. 

A square white envelop bore the postmark 


of Slaton-on-Hudson. Guilian_ picked this 
up curiously and recognized Lael’s hand. 
writing, and his heart sank. Further recrim- 
ination, then, and further punishment! 
And he felt that he could stand no more 
Lael must have posted the letter shortly after 
he had seen her. Undoubtedly, cons idering 
the briefness of time that had elapsed since 
their quarrel she had been very angry when 
she wrote it. 

He slit the envelop reluctantly and there 
unfolded itself this astonishing communication, 


“T do not want to marry you—I do not 
want to marry any one. But then I can't 
have complete freedom and yet have the 
other things I find I can’t get along without 
And I can’t get along without you—I’ye 
tried it and I can’t. 

“T know you love me and I know you hate 
me. Perhaps you wouldn’t hate me » 
much if I married you. At all events, it 
seems to me that is the only way to stop us 
from quarreling. I am tired of quarreling 
with you. Itis hateful. I want you to make 
me stop. But now you haven't the power 
to do it. 

““My poor sweet, worried Gilly! I don't 
know whether to laugh or cry over you! 
When I laugh my heart hurts, and when [ 
cry I want to laugh... . 

“But principally, we’re both drifters. 
We have too much brains and not enough 
outside pressure. We'll drift, and drift, 
and die, unless someone does something 
definite. I’m doing it. 

“T wanted to tell you a lot of things 
this afternoon, but you wouldn’t let me. 
I wanted to tell you first, that the family 
have finally decided to send mother and 
myself to Europe for three months. We 
sail the fourteenth. I wanted also to tell 
you that I was leaving here to-morrow after- 
noon—-that was to-day. Monday—and 
would be home late if you wanted to call me 
up 

‘Perhaps this letter will shock you—you 
are really very conventional-—but think it 
over. I’ve come to the conclusion that it’s 
our one chance. And since you won’t doany- 
thing, 1 have to I’m reckless and have 
all the tendencies of badness, but if you 
make me love you the way you can, these 
will go into the loving of you. 

“Anyhow, I don’t care a thing how much 
you love me now, or I love you. It’s how 
we feel five years from now. Engaged love 
is a match: it may start a fire or it may go 
out. But it’s only a match. ... That 
doesn’t mean I don’t love you. 

“Lael. 

“P.S. Burn this letter up if you hate it 
Probably I wouldn’t have written it if! 
hadn’t been going abroad. I always feel 
lonely just before I go abroad. 

“TI don’t dare read it over. It’s too 
terrible. I should tear it up, if I read it 
over 

“> 


UILIAN turned the pages slowly back 

and began once more from the beginning. 
[t was true, what Lael had predicted—he 
was shocked, and he experienced the inevi- 
table male reaction where affection is too 
bluntly offered. There are fifty thousand 
years behind the hunter to put him at a loss 
when the quarry openly surrenders. And yet 
the wise hunter knows that that is always the 
case no matter how cleverly disguised. 

Besides, Guilian felt hurt for a moment, his 
dignity offended, Lael had found him funny. 
He hadn’t meant to be funny. 

But then what about this you business, the 
blurred vision of which had crossed his min 
those hot days at Hibernia? This pee 
of personality that a man loves if he really 
loves at all? This something belonging to the 
soul of a woman that has little to do with het 
words or her actions? The thing that keeps 
lover a lover long atter the obvious beauty of 
which he has once been the owner has slip} 
between his fingers? What about that? 

Guilian plunged from the library down the 
dimly lit stairs. At their bottom he called for 
Prescott. There was no answer and he rang 
a bell. 

Prescott appeared slowly from the tenebrous 
spaces back of the dining-room. Guiliat 
looked at his watch. It was five minutes tosevel. 

““I won’t be home for dinner,” he said; “at 
don’t wait for me after ten o'clock. And cal 
up Miss Lalite Satori at once, please, and t 
her that I am on my way up to her house.’ 


AEL had just finished dinner. She w 
alone with her mother, a flaccid womal 
who tried to preserve a disappearing youth in 
the face of laziness and a passion for sweets 
The little golden drawing-room, usually # 
gay, was shrouded in summer coverings 
had a general air of hasty departure. 
Mrs. Satori was not clever, but she possessed 
(Continued on page 118) 
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“Shall I, wasting in despair, 

Die because a woman’s fair? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care 
’Cause another’s rosy are? 


““Be she fairer than the day 
Or the flowery meads in May— 
If she think not well of me, 
What care I how fair she be?” 


NDEED he does care very much 
how fair she be. Otherwise he 
wouldn’t stand in that difficult 
attitude. Is there any extreme to 
which a man won’t go for a charm- 
ing face? This is why women, 
understanding creatures, give such 
dainty care to their grooming to 
keep themselves fresh as posies. 
And that is why they come to 
Elizabeth Arden! 


Elizabeth Arden 


has a scientific treatment for your every skin fault 


VERY ONE of Elizabeth Arden’s wonderful Preparations 

has been formulated for some specific requirement of the 
skin. These Preparations were first used in the famous treat- 
ments in her Salons. Now they are used by women all over 
the world who care for themselves at home. By following 
Miss Arden’s own method faithfully you may attain the same 
splendid results. Miss Arden’s method is fundamental. She 
builds beauty on a sure foundation of firm muscle contours 
and smooth, clear skin. 


If you cannot come to Elizabeth Arden’s Salon for personal 
treatments, write to Miss Arden describing the characteristics 


Your daily treatment of the skin should include: 


Venetian Cleansing Cream — A pure soft 
cream that melts on the skin, penetrates the pores, 
dissolves and dislodges all impurities. Supplies 
the natural oils of the skin, keeps it smooth and 
supple. Use morning and night and after exposure. 
$1, $2, $3. 

Venetian Ardena Skin Tonic — Tones, firms 
and whitens the skin, keeps it clear and radiant. 
Refreshing and stimulating to the skin. $.85, 
$2, $3.75. 

Venetian Orange Skin Food—The best deep 
tissue builder. Nourishes the skin, keeps it smooth 
and full. Excellent for a thin, lined or aging face. 


$1, $1.75, $2.75. 


relaxed 
$1, $2.50. 


condition, 


and Dark complexions. 
waterproof. 


Venetian Special Astringent — For flaccid 
cheeks and neck. Lifts and strengthens the tissues, 
tightens the skin. $2.25, $4. 

Venetian Pore Cream—Greaseless, astringent 
cream that closes enlarged pores, corrects their 
refines the 


Venetian Rouge Amoretta—Exquisite cream 
rouge in three smart tints, for Light, Medium, 
Easily blended, natural, 
$2.50, $4.50. 


Postage paid on all orders exceeding $10 


and faults of your skin. She will outline the correct home treat- 
ment of your skin according to your specific needs and send her 
booklet, “‘The Quest of the Beautiful,” which describes her 
famous Muscle-Strapping Skin-Toning method. Elizabeth 
Arden has just produced her famous Exercises for Health and 
Beauty in the form of records. If you wish to reduce or in- 
crease your weight, develop grace and 
poise and lovely proportions, correct ner- 
vousness, depression and other faults, 
write for booklet describing these wonder- 
ful exercises created especially for women. 





Poudre D’Illusion—Superb powder, pure, fine, 
adherent. The quality and perfect coloring have 
made this the most popular of Arden powders. 
A flattering peach-like tint, a warm Rachel, or 
White. $3. 

skin. 


coarsest Venetian Indelible Lip Pencil—Irresistibly 


lovely, a pure smooth crayon in two shades, Dark 


and Light. $2. 


Venetian Ardena Masque —A_ wonderfully 
stimulating and corrective home treatment. Ex- 
cellent for oiliness and eruptions. Braces and tones 


relaxed tissues, clearstheskin. Jar,6treatments, $5. 


Arden Venetian Preparations are also on sale at more than 700 smart shops all over the world 


LONDON: 
25 Old Bond St. 


Boston, 192 Boylston Street 
San Francisco, 233 Grant Ave. 





ELIZABETH ARDEN 


673-C FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


PARIS: 
2 rue de la Paix 


Detroit, 318 Book Building 
Washington, 1147 C ticut Ave. 
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Handling with Gloves 
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ET the caress of charm and the touch of 

Fashion linger lightly about the things 

your hands have touched. Choose Mohawk 
Gloves to accentuate the grace of gesture. 


You select gloves with nice appreciation 
for their quality, the occasion, your costume. 
You will find Mohawk Gloves that are in 
excellent taste to wear with a tailored suit, 
a coat dress, a favorite frock. 


In the variety of new designs, each with 
some fascinating individuality, and the wide 
range of the season’s smart colors, there are 
always perfect fit and fastidious finish. You 
buy Mohawk with full assurance that you are 
purchasing merchandise of the highest char- 
acter. Prices are moderate. Ask about 
Mohawk hosiery and glove-silk underwear. 
Sold at the better stores. 


MOHAWK GLOVE CORPORATION 
267 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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the acumen of those who themselves have had 
passionate experiences, and she looked at 
Guilian with interest, and in a short while 
made an excuse to go up-stairs. 

Guilian waited until Mrs. Satori’s footsteps 
died away. The moment was voiceless, filled 
with the beating of his heart. Time seemed to 
balance itself upon the thin point of a needle. 
He got up and went over to the chair where 
Lael was sitting and stooping down pulled her 
up to him. 

“Shut up!’ he said gently. “Shut up! 

Don’t say a word!” 

English speech draws further and further 
away from the language of English literature, 
but it is no less tender. . .. In the silences 
and the laughter and the explanations, an hour 
later a little bell rang persistently, and Mrs. 
Satori in her up-stairs sitting-room heard it 
and answered it and sent a maid down to tell 
Guilian that his brother wished to speak to 
him 

“Mr. Philip Eyre?”’ Guilian asked incredu- 
lously. 

“Yes, sir. Mr. Eyre.” 

‘Where is he speaking from?” 

“From your house, I -believe.” 

Guilian looked doleful. ‘Blame it!” he 
exclaimed. ‘“‘That’s because I told Prescott 
where I was going.” 

He went out into the hall and found another 
receiver and unhooked it. Philip’s voice 
answered him. 

‘Is that you, Gilly?” 

> hag 


“Fairly.”” Guilian suppressed a chuckle. 

“Will you be coming home soon?” 

“Why? Anything important?” 

“Oh, no! I’ma bit lonely and restless. . 

I want to talk some things over with you.” 

“Sure nothing is wrong?” 

“ Perfectly.” 

“What time is it?” 

“About half-past nine.” 

“Then I'll be right down. ... Certain 
there’s nothing wrong?”’ The constant fear 
concerning his father stirred in the depths of 
Guilian’s heart. 

Philip’s voice was muffled and tired. 

“Certain. Nothing at all.” 

Guilian hung up the receiver. There was 
something wrong. Philip’s accents betrayed 
him. But what in the world could it be? 

The old complaint against families filled 
Guilian with a momentary rage. How could 
there ever be such a thing as unalloyed happi- 
ness, when you were intimately involved with 
half a dozen or so persons, each one liable to 
the myriad shafts of misfortune? 


E went back to the drawing-room where 
Lael was waiting. 

‘Philip wants to see me about something,” 
he said. “I'll have to go.” 

Lael stood up. In the mellow light she 
looked like a slender flame, ruddy and lambent. 

“To-morrow, and the day after,” she said, 
“and then I go away. ... You must see 
me each moment you can. I feel so silly and 
so light-hearted.” 

She went to the door with Guilian and stood 
bareheaded in the ominous soft night. 

“Tt’s been trying to rain all day,” she com- 
mented. “I wish it would. Does weather 
like this make you feel afraid? I’m horribly 
afraid ... now that I’m going to marry 
you. So many things might happen. I’m 
not going to tell any one we’re engaged until 
I get back from Europe. I want to hold it in 
my heart and laugh over it if any of the silly 
Englishmen or Frenchmen I know try to make 
love to me. And you mustn’t tell any one, 
either. And then the minute I get back I'll 
marry you. We won't drift any more, will we? 
No, we won't. You'll be a great man; a great 
banker and a great poet, and I'll help you. 
We'll have a lovely country-house—perhaps 
Hibernia—and a little house in town, and 
then when we get tired of people we'll run 
away to lonely places. Won’t that be fun? 
’ Oh, Gilly, Gilly!” . 

She was leaning towards him and Guilian 
caught her to his heart. ‘The strangest thing 
about life,’ he said, “is its precise and con- 
tinual reversal of everything you plan. It’s 
uncannily not adventitious. There’s some- 
thing back of it. This afternoon I was going 
back to Japan . . . or France . . . or some- 
where, and now I’m to have a country place 
and ‘a little house in town.’ I wish Fate 
would warn you . . . I gave up a perfectly 
good job. Perhaps I can get it back. I sup- 
pose when you're ready to die you are forced 
finally to admit that it’s only about quarter 
what you plan yourself, and the rest is what’s 
done to you. However, that’s no excuse for 
slackness, is it? Nothing happens to you, 


unless you put yourself in the way of it and 
keep in training.” 


UILIAN, coming back from Lael’s little 
house far up-town and stepping from 
the comparative darkness of the stairs into 
the warm light of the occupied room, found 
Philip reading, one hand shading his eyes, 
Whether he was actually reading or not, it 
was difficult to tell, for he was peering at the 
pages of the magazine he was holding with q 
rigid intentness that sometimes means entire 
inability to make sense out of the print. At 
the sound of Guilian’s entrance he put the 
magazine down and rose slowly to his magnifi- 
cent height and smiled, but his eyes did not 
smile. Perhaps it was the shadows that made 
them appear a trifle sunken and bewildered, 
Avoiding as much as possible any real con- 
tact with damp dejection, Guilian stepped 
over to the mantelpiece and helped himself 
to a cigaret from a large box that stood beside 
a clock of mahogany, and turned about and 
smiled down through a cloud of smoke. 

“Well, my friend,” he asked, “what in the 
name of Heaven’s the matter with you? . . , 
Everything gone to pot?” 

The lightness of his tones died away abrupt- 
ly and he frowned. Whatever it was that was 
bothering Philip, it was bothering him in a 
most unpleasant, saturating fashion. But 
then again, everything always did _ bother 
Philip in an unpleasant, saturating fashion. 
He regretted Lael’s cheerful drawing-room 
and the sound of her laughter. Why did one 
have to be withdrawn from such rare happi- 
ness to waste time over the imaginary troubles 
of a somewhat spoiled relative? 

“Personally,” he said, seeking a new angle 
of attack, and speaking distinctly and as one 
would to a child or to someone wearied to 
insensibility, “I’m going to have a drink. 
How about you?” He went over to a closet 
let into the wall and, unlocking it, brought out 
a bottle of Scotch whisky. “I think Pres- 
cott is still here. I'll ring for some soda water 
and ice.” 

Philip raised an automatically protesting 
hand. 

“Nonsense!” said Guilian emphatically. 
an made whisky for just such occasions as 
this. 

He poured a generous drink into a long glass 
and handed it to Philip, and took his own glass 
over to a large chair near the reading table. 
Prescott came and went, bringing the ice and 
the charged water. 

Suddenly Philip took a deep swallow of his 
whisky and got to his feet and crossed the 
room to one of the windows, and leaned upon 
the sill and looked down into the blackness of 
the garden. “I don’t know whether there's 
any absolute evil or not,” he said slowly, and 
then: “Talk! . .. Talk! . . . Talk!” he 
said. 

His hands, heretofore so limp, grasped the 
white sill until the veins stood out on them. 
Guilian watched him thoughtfully, and then 
he too arose from his chair and followed his 
brother over to the window and stood beside 
him, his hands in his trousers pockets, his face 
half amused, half tolerantly puzzled. 

With the unexpectedness that had charac- 
terized all his movements in the past few 
moments, Philip turned abruptly back from 
the night and began to pace up and down the 
room, his head lowered doggedly, his shadow, 
huge and ragged, following him. ‘When I 
do die,” he burst out passionately, “‘I hope 
to God it’s in a storm—I always did like fight- 
ing something tangible. I hope death’s like 
a football game. I’d like to kick it once before 
I go out. I'd like to kick life; but I can't. 
That’s the trouble with it—it’s so blamed 
slippery.”” He paused and stared at the wall 
before beginning once more his measured 
promenade. When he took up again the thread 
of his thoughts, it was in more subdued tones, 
as if he were ashamed of his former feverish- 
ness. ‘I know that sounds queer coming from 
me,” he apologized, “‘but I’ve held in s0 
long . . . I had to talk to somebody.” 

Guilian did not move from his place neat 
the window. 

“What do you have to talk about, Phil?” 
he asked gently. He was watching his brother 
with steady, meditative eyes. 





HILIP continued his march up and down 
the room—up and down, up and down. 
“Tt’s nothing,” he said; “nothing in particu- 
lar. I’ve had a hard day; it’s brought things 


to a head. ... I’ve been wondering what 
the sense of it all was. That’s all. I dont 
seem to have gotten anywhere. . . . Not one 


single minute when I seem to have really had 
hold of life, that is—not one since I left college: 
(Continued on page 120) 


If you ask us Horace Spencer was rather a prig and when 
the younger generation put it all over him, personally we 
weren't a bit upset. It’s an amusing story, “Fire with 
Fire,” by Percival Wilde in the December Harper’s Bazar. 
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To the W olin Who Entertains 


ONSIDER your next dinner. The dining-room a study in harmonious fur- 
nishing. Linens, glassware and china,— all the finest. Every detail perfect, 
except el of the silverware? Will it, too, be completely correct? Will 
it fit in its setting? Will it be—solid silver? | 
It is infinitely worth-while to develop your table-service in the Trianon 
Design in International Sterling. You will then have a design ever-beautiful, 
in a service ever-correct, in solid silver ever-enduring- 
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For Women Who Wear 
Dainty Gowns and Blouses 


DAINTYMODE takes the place of both 
fa ) lingerie clasps and shoulder straps. It is 
instantly adjustable to any desired length, 
either before or after it is in place. Con- 
structed of specially designed, flat chain- 
lets, it will not slip or roll off the shoulder. 
It fastens to the lingerie or evening gown 
~ ' ’ with spring-tempered, durable pins, ample 

for several thicknesses of fabric. 

For dancing, motoring, or outdoor sports, 
——.~—__ you’ll be more than delighted with the 
DAINTYMODE, because it supports the 
underthings so securely and yet is so light 
in weight that you do not realize it is there. 
For day-by-day use, you’ll soon find it 
indispensable, for it is the acme of com- 

fort, convenience, and daintiness. 
Made in Gold, Sterling Silver, and 
Gold-Filled, with ornamental, stone-set, 

and enamel pins. 

At Jewelry Stores and the Larger Department Stores 





If your dealer hasn’t the DAINTYMODE, write us and 
we will see that you are supplied. 


B. A. BALLOu & Co., Inc. 
“Pins for Every Purpose’”’ 
PROVIDENCE, R. I. 


Y. sail Ode 


The Effective, Comfortable 
Lingerie Supporteur 
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(Continued from page 118) 


Not a minute! It’s gone by like a dream— 
a nightmare—and it’s left me awake and 
thirsty. I can’t get to grips with happiness. 
It isn’t there for me. Most men have, even 
the meanest. Some get it fox-hunting. Well, 
I tried that. It was good fun, but it left no 
permanent satisfaction. And I tried a country 
place; that was nothing but hired men and a 
big restless house. A few men get it from their 
wives. And finally, I thought at least I’d find 
it in business. W: ell, I haven’t. I'm no good. 
It’s dull, dull, dull!” 

He paused for the second time and raised 
his head and stared at Guilian. “I’m bored,” 
he said musingly, with an odd finality and 
calmness. “I’ve tried to bluff myself, but 
now I know and have made my mind up. 
I can’t even, deep down in my heart, believe in 
God. I don’t believe in Him. I’ve hunted 
God all my life and I can’t realize Him. 
You’ve never hunted for Him an instant, yet 
every day you believe in Him more and more. 
Oh, yes, I can tell that. You’re finding your 
way toward something; I don’t even want to 
find my way toward anything. What is it? 
What’s it all about?” 

The wistfulness in his voice had died away 
with his final sentences, leaving it resentful 
and accusing, as if he was indicting Guilian 
and some unseen but listening presence with a 
monstrous injustice. 

‘That’s what I wanted to see you about,” 
he concluded. “It’s nothing ...of no 
importance! I'll get over it, but I had to let 
go. 

Guilian smiled and pointed to a chair. 

“Sit down, Phil,” he said. 


ELL, it was the inevitable, expected 

mole ‘after all. Philip was suffering 
from what every man suffers from sooner or 
later, but his egocentric pride prevented him 
from realizing that his disease was universal. 
For the first time in his life Guilian felt much 
older in every way than Philip. 

He found his own chair again and the re- 
mains of his drink. ‘There’s nothing the 
matter with you,” he resumed, “except that 
you're worn out and allin. I’m no doctor, but 
I know the symptoms. Take a year’s rest. 
The bank will get on without you. You’ve 
got as much right to happiness as any man. 
You’re still young. I never saw a brave man 
yet who was thoroughly unhappy, did you?” 

Philip stared at the empty fireplace before 
him. “You think it’s just tiredness?” he 
asked, looking up with a curious shining 
translucent smile, as if for that instant he was 
infinitely wise and infinitely amused. 

“Yes,” retorted Guilian; ““why not? Why, 
is there something else?’ The smile irritated 
him. 

“Oh, no; nothing.” 

Guilian was finding himself not as surprised 
at Philip’s outbreak as he would have sup- 
posed he would have been. Only vastly in- 
terested and a little touched. He and Philip 
were brothers—had the same blood, the same 
quizzical father. How could they be so very 
different? Breath of the same breath; bone 
of the same bone! 

“T’m sorry!” said Philip in a muffled sort of 
confusion. “I didn’t mean to let you in for 
all this.’ He seemed to be hunting for a 
satisfactory excuse. “I’ve had a hard day at 
the bank,” he repeated.... “It’s been 
awfully hot.’ 

The clock on the mantelpiece struck eleven. 

He got slowly to his feet. ‘“‘Good gracious,” 
he exclaimed, “it’s later than I oy it 
was! Can you put me up for the night, Gilly? 
It’s a long way to go up to my house.” 

“Certainly,” Guilian said, “I always keep 
a bed made up in my sitting-room. Let’s be 
going.” 

They went up the stairs side by side in the 
semi-darkness of the one hall lamp. 

“You can hear that little fountain all the 
time, can’t you?” said Philip. “Sounds like a 
voice. . . . Funny what a hold the house 
you were brought up in has over you, isn’t it?” 

When the third story was reached, Guilian 
led the way into his sitting-room. The square 
old-fashioned room lay breathless in the heat; 
there was a faint odor of books and chintz 
and tobacco. Beside a reading chair a lamp 
was lit, and on the center table another lamp 
in a tall green Chinese vase glowed from under 
a silk shade. 

Guilian went into the front room and 
brought back pajamas and a striped dressing- 
gown and a pair of fiber sandals. 

“This all you want?” he asked. 

“ Nothing more that I know of. 
Philip was in a cordial, sleepy, yawning mood. 
“This is nice! Carries me back a thou- 
sand years. I think I'll take a bath. You 
haven't got a book to read, have you? Some- 
thing absorbing?’ 
“Here’s ‘A Chair on the Boulevard.’ But 
you’d better go to sleep.” 

Philip shook his head and smiled. “Too 

restless.’ 5 
“Why, you're half asleep already.” 
“Not really. 
He eet | through Guilian’s room on the 


” 


way to the bathroom, and Guilian heard him 
splashing about in the spacious tub. Pres. 
ently he was back, his blond hair sleek and 
wet like that of a small boy and his magnifi- 
cent bulk shining through the thin dressing- 
gown. 

“‘Gad, that’s refreshing!” he said, pausing 
by the long mirror, and salving his soul with 
the euphemistic profanity of the religious man, 


G" ILIAN awoke an hour or so later with 
the tread of rain and the reverberation of 
thunder in his ears. great storm had 
broken at last over the city and Guilian heard 
the whispering of the leaves outside his window 
and the threshing of the boughs. And then 
he remembered that, coming up from sleep, 
he had heard another sound—or thought he 
had heard it—sharper and nearer than thunder, 
Something close and unusual. He listened 
wide awake, staring into the windy dark- 
ness, his heart beating quickly. Very slowly 
he got out of bed and reached for an electric 
torch, and with the round eye of light preced- 
ing him, stepped into Philip’s room. 

The round eye of light found a window and 
melted in the blackness beyond, rain cutting 
across it like a flight of silver arrows; and 
swept a table—there was Philip’s watch and a 
roll of bills and some loose change and his key- 
ring—and rested for a moment upon a chair on 
which Philip had hung his clothes, a dwarfed 
and enervated simulacrum of a man; and 
finally came to rest upon a spot on the floor. 
On that spot it rested an interminable moment. 

“Philip!” said Guilian suddenly in a dread- 
ful voice. And then again: “Philip!” but 
more softly. 

The name dropped into a sable pool fringed 
with rain and storm-tossed branches, and left 
no ripples behind it. 

With a sort of frozen preciseness and calm- 
ness, making a wide detour as he did so, Guil- 
jan went over to the wall and turned on the 
electric switch, and the room sprang into light. 
But he did not turn around until he had shut 
both the windows and drawn the water- 
soaked curtains. He was very methodical and 
oe but his eyes were expressionless. 

Finally he faced again the spot on the floor 
his torch had found and accentuated. 
Philip, his blond hair shining in the ruddy 
glow of the lamps, the striped dressing-gown 
half torn away from one shoulder, lay sprawled 
out upon his face, a revolver within a few 
inches of his limp right arm. 

Guilian went over to him quietly and, 
getting down on his knees, thrust his hand 
under the bare, splendidly muscular breast. 
There was no beating of the heart. It was 
quite still. Guilian withdrew his hand; blood 
had turned it a dark brown. 

For an instant Guilian stared at his hand 
somberly. He was not shocked by the im- 
mediate fact; there is no mistaking death even 
at the first glimpse; he was stunned, shocked, 
by the larger mystery, the wider significance. 
Why, Philip was still here! There was no 
doubt of it; you could feel him, perceive him, 
almost see him; almost reach out and detain 
him. There had not been time for what was 
really Philip to leave what had been known as 
Philip. But now there was no talking to either 
the real Philip or the everyday Philip lying 
there on the floor. No more talking! There 
was a wall between, wide as space and mysteri- 
ous as the stars. . . . He walked over to the 
telephone and pic ked it up. 

“City 24229!" he demanded. “ And hurry! 

. It’s a matter of life and death!” 


HERE was a chiaroscuro interval to be got 
through with before anything happened. In 
Guilian’s ears was the soft buzzing of a thou- 
sand wires, as if the lines were busy with the 
ghosts of the day's conversations. 
A girl’s sleepy disinterested voice recalled 
the common unimportance of tragedy. 
“Your party don’t answer,” she cooed 
nasally. 
“He’s got to—he’ s a doctor!” 
“Tl try again. 
A man’s voice broke in, annoyed and half- 
awake. 
“Well?” . . . Whoisit?” 
“Ts that you, Doctor McCarter?” 
“Yes—what do you want?” 
“This is Guilian Eyre, 15 Madison Place. 
. Yes, Guilian Eyre. My brother, Philip. 
. Yes, Philip Eyre... . Has hurt him- 
self. Revolver. Get here as quickly as you 
Ca in.” 
There was a second of thoughtfulness. 
“Tl be down at once.’ 
“Thank you. Guilian hung up the 
receiver. 
He recrossed the room to a window and. 
pushing aside the curtains, flung it open and 
an his elbows on the sill. The first rush 
of the storm had gone by, leaving a steady 
slanting rain light enough to show through its 
mist the vague shadows of the buildings be- 
yond the garden. And it had seemed to 
Guilian, as he opened the window, that 4 
presence had passed him and vanished into the 
night. (Continued on page 122) 
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( Fondée En 1774 ) 


Universally Recognized as Creators 
of the Worlds Most Gxquisite 
“4 very dance of blossoms, 


PARFUMS 9 Personality 
AZUREA Pa a 


PARIS—the PARIS of matchless artistry, with its gay 
abandon, and the refreshing splendor of its ever-youthful 
charms—is superbly expressed in AZUREA—an exquisite 
parfum of true refinement and tantalizing delicacy. 
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To further emphasize one’s personality with an individual odeur 
throughout the toilette, all of the following world-renowned 
PIVER odeurs 
AZUREA—POMPEIA—FLORAMYE 

LE TREFLE INCARNAT—SAFRANOR— 

VELIVOLE—ASTRIS, ete. 

may be obtained in 

Parfums—Poudres—Rouges—Sachets 
Eaux de ‘TVoilette—Eaux Vegetales—Savons— 
‘Talcs—Cremes—Concentres—Sels pour Bains. 


At All Good Dealers 


CHAS.BAEZ, Sole Agent for U.S. 
118 East 16th.Street. New York City 


NEW PIVER 
TOILETTE CREATIONS 


Exquisitely soft Talcs in the new sifter-top metal 
containers—Poudres and Rouges for the vanily bag 
in beautiful gold finished Compact Cases and 
handsome Miniature Parfums, purse size, with 
gold finished cap and glass dropper. Tales 35¢ 
each— Poudres Compactes $1.00 each— Rouges 
Compactes goc each—Refills in Poudres and 
Rouges 4oc each—Miniature Parfums 50c¢ each, 
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Illustrating complete Gerry Beauty Treatment ; actual size, 10 inches high. 


That Gets Under Your Skin 


HOUSANDS OF WOMEN whouse some special blackhead lo- 

tion wonder why they keep having blackhead trouble. Gerry’s 

famous skin specialist says it’s for the same reason that many 
people continue to have indigestion though they take bicarbonate 
of soda. The cause remains. 


In the case of blackheads and pimples you cannot get rid of them 
simply by putting on some blackhead lotion. For you are probably 
using at the same time some cream or soap or cosmetic that is un- 
suited to a skin subject to blackheads and pimples. The only way to 
free your skin of these blemishes, and leas it clear and smooth 
always, is to have a complete treatment* made especially for re- 
moving blackheads and pimples and correcting their causes. 


A definite treatment for each particular type of skin 


Maison Gerry has now brought to America the five Gerry Beauty Treat- 
ments originated by Dr. Vauclere, former president of the French Academy 
of Medicine —each one especially adapted to the five types of skin pro- 
duced by American life today. 

With a Gerry Beauty Treatment you can give your skin scientific care 
under the direction of eminent skin specialists. Such treatment would cost 
three to four hundred dollars if you went to them in person. 

If you bought separately each of the items in any Gerry Beauty Treatment 
you would pay far more than you do when you buy the complete treatment. 
And you would not be sure that you were selecting the preparations that 
work best together. Each Gerry Beauty Treatment combines, in quantities 
sufficient to last three months, just the correct specific, co-ordinated creams 
and lotions that work together toward permanent beauty through perfect 
skin health, 


*1 GERRY BLACKHEAD AND PIMPLE TREATMENT, $6. 
2 GERRY GENERAL BEAUTIFYING TREATMENT —‘¢o make the 
normal skin smoother and more beautifr.l, $10. 
3 GERRY SKIN REFINING TREATMENT ~‘0 refine enlarged pores, $10. 
4 GERRY DRY SKIN TREATMENT— ¢o overcome dryness and prevent and 
remove lines and wrinkles, $7.50. 
5 GERRY OUTDOOR TREATMENT— ‘?o protect the complexion, $10. 


Also The Gerry Hair-Beauty Treatment, $7.50. 


If you are in doubt as to which treatment you need, our tamous skin 
specialists wili give you full advice. You can get these famous Gerry Beauty 
Treatments at the better department stores. To find out which is nearest 
to you, or for other advice, write to 


Maison Gerry ~ 730 Fifth Avenue ~ New York 


When in New York, you are cordially invited to visit the Salon 
Gerry, where you may consult our skin specialists, free of charge. 


PARIS 


BEAUTY TREATMENTS 


J 
for personal home use 
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(Continued from page 120) 


Guilian went down-stairs to wait for Dr. 
McCarter, switching on the hall lights as he 
descended through the dark well of the house. 
He opened the front door just as a closed car 
drew up at the curb and a gaunt figure in a 
raincoat sprang out and ran up the steps. 

att | at you, Eyre?” 

es. 

“Your brother?” 

“On the third floor.” 

“How is he?” 

“Dead.” 

“Good God!” said Dr. McCarter and 
hurried on. 

He took the steps three at a time, but on 
the threshold of Guilian’s study he paused, and 
looked at the sprawled figure on the floor, and 
closed the door. 

“This is just as you found him?” he asked 
softly, and removed his raincoat and opened 
his instrument case. Then he turned Philip 
gently over on his back and drew away still 
further the already partially drawn away 
covering. 

The lines of Dr. McCarter’s face did not 
alter, but his eyes became absent-minded, 
mortally sad, reminiscent, like those of some 
ancient priest weighted with sorrows all the 
more sorrowful since they were not his own. 

“Guilian!” he said. “TI will arrange things; 
it will not be the first time. There will have 
to be an inquest, of course; but I will see 
that there is a verdict of accidental death. 
I am well known. Better take charge of those 
papers.” 

Guilian went over to the table where 
Philip’s keys and some loose bills lay upon a 
single sheet of paper with Philip’s initials in 
heavy black relief at the top. The curt sen- 
tences were portentously cryptic. 


“ 


“T don’t know what you are going to do 
about this,” the note read. “I don’t know 
what there is to be done—I can’t think any 
more. My head has stopped functioning. 
At all events, do the best you can. Perhaps 
you will see a way out. At least you will be 
able to attack the problem with a clear 
vision. 

PHILIP.” 


UILIAN was surprised at the simplicity 

of the explanation in this particular case 
when eventually he unraveled it. The motive 
was one of the more crude motives that had 
first occurred to him and had been rejected 
because of its crudeness. And the offense back 
of the motive was the one offense Guilian 
could not imagine himself committing. Hot- 
bloodedness, oh, yes; there were no limits to 
that. Being thirty-five and fairly experienced, 
Guilian placed little beyond the realms of 
possibility. But it was incredible that a man 
of Philip’s wealth and Philip’s traditions 
should have done just what Philip had done. 
What craving for power, what itch for excite- 
ment, what anesthesia for an unhappy per- 
sonal life, what madness due to the by now 
anachronistic bonanzas of the war, had driven 
him to it? 

Succinctly, Philip had been buying— 
mostly on margin—with funds that belonged 
to his banking house, and pocketing the 
profits, and buying again. And succinctly, on 
this particular Monday he had pocketed a loss 
greater than he could bear. 

Some love of order—it is almost always the 
case when men who have been honest steal 
money; the intention, of course, of some day 
paying back what he had taken—had caused 
him to put down neatly and primly every move 
he had made. Perhaps the very preciseness 
of the process salved to some extent his con- 
science. 

Guilian noticed that Perry had been the 
greatest factor in these transactions. Philip, 
then, had bought mostly on Perry’s advice. 
No wonder Perry had been worried that after- 
noon. Perry would continue to worry, 
Guilian grimly decided. 

At all events, the first thing he had to do 
was to see Mr. Oxenard of the law nrm that 
handled his family’s affairs. That shouldn’t 
be difficult. Lawyers were up and about 
earlier than bankers and in emergencies were 
more like doctors — amenable to out-of-the- 
way appointments. 

For three hours he and Mr. Oxenard were 
closeted together, first in the house on Sixty- 
fifth Street, and then in Mr. Oxenard’s office 
down-town, where there were numerous 
papers to be gone over. At ten o’clock, ac- 
companied by Mr. Oxenard, Guilian entered 
the banking house of Eyre & Company, and, 
asking for Mr. Prendegast, went directly 
back, brushing aside doormen and office boys, 
to Philip’s room and sat down at the ponder- 
ous desk that stood before the portrait of his 
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father. He avoided looking at the portrait, 

“Mr. Philip will not be down to-day,” he 
said to the hovering suspiciousness of the 
maternal secretary in a tone of cold evasiveness 
that silenced her questions but agonized her 
with curiosity. ‘Please call up my house— 
15 Madison Place—and ask the butler if my 
father, or Mrs. Shipman, my sister, have 
arrived, and if not, tell him I will be back in 
about an hour.” He turned to Mr. Oxenard 
who was blinking meditatively at the wall 
opposite. ‘Do you want me to talk to them, 
or will you?” 

“Tt is much better that you should.” 

“ All right.” 

Mr. Prendegast, completely at a loss as to 
why he should be summoned to appear in the 
senior partner’s room by the senior partner's 
brother, entered presently, sucking his lips and 
washing his osseous hands in imaginary water. 
He was dressed in an exceedingly ugly suit of 
sleazy gray silk and wore a flashing tie of 
shepherd’s plaid. Guilian’s heart sank at the 
sight of him. 

“Sit down, Mr. Prendegast,” he said, find- 
ing some difficulty in pronouncing the words, 
although no one would have noticed his trem- 
ors, and his manner and expression were 
singularly cool and debonair; “and _ please 
don’t interrupt me. This is Mr. Oxenard of 
the firm of Oxenard, Davidson and Firth. 


7 


He is my attorney; he was also Philip’s. 


At THE use of the past tense, Mr. Prende- 
gast’s vague eyes became less vague and 
he looked at Guilian fixedly. “I know Mr. 
Oxenard,” he murmured. 
Guilian proceeded sweepingly. “Who are 
the 9 ae best young men this firm has?” 
‘ Je’ = 


“The ones with the most imagination and 
the best records?” 

“T should say Hitchcock and Tarbell.” 

“Will you ring a bell and have them in?” 

Mr.Prendegast, still mystified andbezinning, 
perhaps, to be a trifle angry, made a motion to 
do as he was told, but Guilian checked him 
and he resumed his seat, peering at Guilian 
malevolently, his lips moving up and down. 

“Before they come,” said Guilian, “I want 
to tell you the main facts of my story. My 
brother Philip has shot himself. You are to 
know that—Hitchcock and Tarbell, too. 
Nobody else is to know anything. My 
brother is lying dead in my house. . .” He 
was astonished at his unshakable calmness 
and his ability to tell directly these dreadful 
truths. “‘He has stolen from this banking 
house, of which he was senior partner, some- 
thing near to two million dollars . . . No, 
sit down, Mr. Prendegast! Thank you!... 
Unless we move very rapidly and surely, this 
house will fail and Philip’s name and all our 
names—including yours, Mr. Prendegast, 
and very rightly, too, for your negligence— 
will be disgraced. Also, it will kill my 
father. I have gone over everything with Mr. 
Oxenard. Philip leaves practically no assets; 
all his property is heavily mortgaged, even 
his life insurance. Incidentally, he has 
wiped out the entire fortune of my aunt, Mrs. 
Dorrance, as well. I can imagine no more 
complete disaster.” 

Mr. Prendegast looked at him for a long 
moment. 

“What are you going to do?” he asked 
finally in a weazened voice. 

Guilian shook his head, as if he couldn't 
understand the ineptitude of such a question. 

“Do?” he repeated. ‘‘ What, what is there 
to do, of course? By selling out nearly every- 
thing my father owns—and at about one-half 
its value, naturally, as it will be an enforced 
sale—we will be able to cover the deficit. 
That is what I have come to tell you.” 

“You mean to ruin yourself?” Mr. Prende- 
gast’s accents were awe-stricken. 

“Yes—if that’s what you call ruining 
yourself. This bank didn’t belong to Philip, 
it belongs to his family. It was started by my 
great-grandfather. That seems to me con- 
siderably more of an obligation than if the 
obligation were merely financial. Besides, I 
trust the ruin is only for a few years, and it will 
be by no means absolute. We will not have 
to sell my father’s country place, and he will 
still retain his interest in this concern, and 
there is some other property as well. We 
won’t starve. But the first thing to do is to 
reorganize and carry on as if nothing had 
happened. The news of this must not get 
about. I shall expect and demand a position 
here—small to begin with until I know the 
business.” 

“Look here,” interjected Mr. Prendegast, 
with what was for him exceptional vigor. 
“‘you know I’m liable, too. This is a partner- 

(Continued on page 124) 
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ship. I'll be able to bear my share... I'm 
not a poor man. 

Covenanting ancestor looked out of 
Guilian’s face. ‘Please!’ he said harshly, 
“it’s not your affair—thank you just the same. 
My family stole the money and it will pay 
it back. And now, if you'll ring for Mr. Tar- 
bell and Mr. Hitchcock?” 


iv WAS half past eleven before Guilian set 
off toward the subway on his way to Madi- 
son Place. Mr. Eyre would have reached 
home by now and would have heard the care- 
fully guarded account of Dr. McCarter, or 
the person Dr. McCarter had left in charge. 
But Mr. Eyre would want to know more, and 
what was there to tell him? Guilian was 
sorry not to have been there himself, but that 
could not be helped. It was with a mind 
determined, however, not to anticipate any 
further disaster until it actually occurred, 
that he hurried along the cross street and up 
the steps of his house. Even the most cir- 
cumspect story might have affected his 
father seriously. The fundamental traz- 
edy, whatever its motive, was not altered. 

Guilian went straight out to the garden and 
found his father sitting in a little alcove fash- 
ioned out of the wall just beyond the bronze 
boy of the fountain, where a stone bench had 
been placed to take advantage of the shade. 
Mr. Eyre was leaning back, his eyes closed, 
his chin on his breast, his hands hanging limply 
between his knees where a cane reposed. 
Guilian’s heart stood still. Oh; yes, this 
would happen, wouldn’t it? It would be a 
fitting climax to the mad logic of the fate that, 
Guilian told himself, had recently overtaken 
him. He didnot hurry now, he walked slowly 
down the brick path towards the alcove, the 
sliding lisp of the water making an under- 
current for his thoughts. Water went on . 
Perpetually . . . It was eternal. 

And then, very quietly, Mr. Eyre stirred 
and sat upright and reached for his cane, and, 
clasping his fingers over the smooth Malacca, 
brooded upon Guilian. 

‘Is that you, Guilian?” he said. “Sit 
down, my son.” His old eyes were washed 
clear of any traces of rebellion. They were 
expressionless with knowledge. They had 
been washed clear decades before. “Sit 
down,” he repeated. “You had better tell 
me everything. Between us. . . es, it’s 
all right. Don’t worry. Don’t worry.” He 
reached out a hand ‘and touched Guilian’s 
hand. “Life's like this.” 


O* THE rest of that period immediately 
following the two and a half months from 
July eleventh to October first, there is very 
little left to tell. Guilian had given himself 
plenty of time to think over the situation that 
existed between himself and Lael, and every 
day that passed added to his conviction that 
in no way should Lael share in the grimness 
or possible despondencies of his new life. 
There were no heroics about this, no senseless 
renunciation, merely, as he saw it, an intelli- 
gent fairness and a wise precaution as to future 
happiness. 

In the short while that had intervened be- 
tween the Tuesday of startled tragedy and the 
date of Lael’s sailing for Europe, he had seen 
her as little as possible, pleading, as was true, 
overwhelming work, and on the actual day 
of sailing, he had made it a point to arrive at 
the steamer so late that any opportunity to 
be alone with her would be of the briefest 
description. In all these hurried interviews 
and in her attempts to talk to him over the 
phone she had been unaffectedly solicitous 
and sympathetic and rather pathetically 
eager to be of help, and this baffled interest 
had flared up in a final burst of temper as she 
was saying good-by to him. 

It had been a dangerous moment for 
Guilian: he had almost laid his case directly 
before her. 

“What’s the matter with you?” she had 
demanded. “What have I done? Why do 
you keep me in the dark? What makes you 
so queer?” 

The anger in her eyes weakened Guilian 
more than tenderness would have done— 
after all, it was the height of tenderness. 

“I’m not queer,” he answered evasively; 
* I'm just dreadfully shaken and _—- 

‘Ah, yes, you poor soul! , Gilly, look 
at me... No— Oh, what is the matter with 
you?” And she drew away from him. Had 
she been older she would have insisted upon 
an explanation, but she was still shy with him, 
and, being young, still thought all indifference 
personal. She shrugged her shoulders. 

‘It doesn’t make much matter, I suppose,” 
she said wearily. ‘“‘No doubt you'll tell me 
when you want to. You’re a person of moods. 
Only I’m more grown-up than you think, and 
you can’t treat a grown-up woman that way. 
You'll write me soon, won't you?” 


OR an instant in the emptiness of the 
companionway she clung to him with a 
fierce questioning pressure of her young lips 
that astonished him and afterward, when 


he thought of it, which was constantly, almost 
broke his heart; most certainly came near to 
breaking his resolution. 

If Lael had only been older; if she had only 
had already her just share of life; if she had 
tested things and eliminated and found more 
or less exactly what she wanted! But a man 
of his age could not continue to ask a girl of 
her age to take part in what had suddenly 
became a very restricted adventure. 

How could he if he loved her? What kind 
of love would it be showing? From the very 
beginning this difference in their ages had 
been a cause for humility with Guilian (just 
as, although he did not know it, it had been a 
cause for humility in Lael}, a something that 
had made him overly suspicious and at times 
diffident, and now it seemed to him to have be- 
come an insurmountable obstacle. He was no 
longer able to offer Lael any of the compensa- 
tions that otherwise would have helped to 
balance the inequality; nothing now but his 
own personality. And that, as he told him- 
self, was not enough. But there was a cer- 
tain shining quality about youth that de- 
manded a shining quality in return, and al- 
though he had had that shining quality he no 
longer felt particularly shining. And laughter 
demands laughter, but now he neither wanted 
to laugh nor to play. Both his philosophy 
and his experience indicated that young people 
have as their just dowers an opportunity 
towards glowing incident, width of choice, a 
chance for experiment. And only money 
or freedom can give these things. It was not 
in him to ask youth to abandon this generous 
birthright. It was not in him to deny any 
of the too short and too rare effulgences of 
life to any one. 


B= “SIDES, what did he really know of Lael? 
When, except for a few hours every now 
and then, had they talked themselves out? 
He knew she was extraordinarily wise for her 
age, direct and humorous and tolerant—there 
was an intuition on his part that he had found 
a passion as stable as anything can be in an 
unstable world—but these selfsame amiable 
virtues of hers were the very virtues that 
would be accompanied by an instinct of intel- 
ligent self-preservation. And she was im- 
patient and reckless when she was hurt, and 
not without a high sharp cruelty. He hadn’t 
the slightest doubt that she would marry him 
if he insisted upon it—she was too good a 
sportsman not to—but any insistence would 
make her think him mean-spirited, and if such 
an idea found lodgement in her head he knew 
the devil it would eventually arouse. At the 
best, she would come to him with reservations, 
and bad as reservations are after marriage, 
they are doubly worse if any exist on the day 
of marriage. 

Lael wrote from Deauville, whither a 
mother with an obsolete notion of gaiety had 
dragged her, and he wrote her back a letter 
that it took him three days to compose. Yet 
it was only a page and a half long. It was 
difficult not to be brutal but at the same time 
not for a moment to disclose to her his real 
feelings or motives. 

Life had become very complicated, he 
explained. Since Philip’s death much of the 
work of recrganizing the house of Eyre & 
Company had fallen upon his shoulders. He 
was absorbed and dehumanized. He no 
longer thought he could give her what she 
wanted—if he ever had been able to do so. 
At all events, he doubted himself. He was 
quite sure he could not make her happy. 

Lael did not answer this letter. 


G» ILIAN walked up through the October 
dusk towards Hibernia. Recently he 
had made it a habit to walk up from the sta- 
tion. It was the only exercise he got and his 
accustomed muscles were not happy without 
exercise. Besides, the walk gave him the 
only real chance he had to think—his own 
especial kind of thoughts. From early morn- 
ing until the four o’clock train back to Slaton 
he was absorbed in the affairs of Eyre & 
Company, and on the train back he had, as a 
rule, various problems to turn over in his mind 
and the evening newspaper to skim through. 

But those walks up from the station were 
his holidays, and he had come to love the 
way they gave him a growing intimacy with 
the countryside and enabled him to note 
from day to day the changes that took place 
in the gracious sweep of field and woodland. 

Guilian drew the sharp sweet smoky air 
into his lungs and swung along with lengthen- 
ing steps. A little amber slipper of a moon 
took on a brighter yellow and the blue haze 
deepened and here and there the lights of 
farm-houses burned like setting stars. 

For the first time in many months—for the 
first time in years, perhaps—Guilian was 
finding himself somewhere near the intangible 
edge of contentment. He was beginning to 
get his life under control, to direct it instead 
of having it direct him, and he was beginning 
to realize the satisfaction that lies in that fact; 
the satisfaction of the runner of races and the 

(Concluded on page 126) 
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thrower of javelins. More than that, he was 
beginning to realize that the train of circum- 
stances that had driven him into his present 
position had been on the whole fortunate. 

As he turned into the winding carriage- 
drive, the air became spicy with the scent of 
chrysanthemums and burning leaves. The 
little moon was caught in the branches of an 
elm like a bird’s-nest built of golden twigs. 
He came to the front door and laid his hat and 
stick on a chair in the hall and went along 
this gracious passageway, with its century-old 
paper of Dutch ships, high-pooped and high- 
bowed, breasting a faint green sea, until he 
turned into the wide, low-ceilinged living-room 
where his father was sitting. 

Mr. Eyre looked over the edge of his news- 
paper. 

“There’s a note for you on the mantel, 
Guilian,” he said. “Prescott left it there 
half an hour ago.” 

Guilian went over to the hearth and took 
the small envelope from its place beside the 
clock, and suddenly his heart stood still and 
he could not see. The closely written sheets 
trembled in his hands. 


“ Guilian,” they said: “I am back again 
and I am staying again with Marion Gates. 

Yes, I came back here because you were 
here, just as I came here before because you 
were here. Will you come over to see me 
as soon as you get this? We have wasted 
too much time already. 

“No, I don’t want any explanation and 
I won't give any. I have become a grim 
and determined woman. I am sick of 
nonsense. You can divorce me afterwards, 
but you must marry me first. While I was 
abroad I heard practically all that was 
happening to you, and since I have been 
home—only two days—I have seen Drusilla. 
She knows and so do I. Oh, my dear, why 
do you insist upon trying to break both our 
hearts? Don’t you think I am sure you 
love me? For awhile I wouldn't forgive 


you because you dared to write me that 
letter. I have to forgive you; I can't help 
it. 

“T am writing this because when I see 
you I will be shy and can’t tell. And then 
I may be disagreeable. People are when 
they are relieved 

‘Perhaps if you come straight from your 
house through the gardens to the Gates’ you 
will find me. I am restless. I will leave 
this note with Prescott. You will be back 
soon.” 


Guilian slipped the letter in his pocket 
“T am going out for a moment,”’ he said, and 
slipped through one of the long windows that 
gave upon the terrace, back again into the 
pellucid night he had just left. 

Below him the garden lay like the pooled 
smoke of an evening fire, blue and vaporous, 
and above, over the dark masses of poplars, 
was an emerald sky. There was a sense of 
something eternal, a recurrent beauty, the 
substance of which was never the same but 
the effect of which was unalterable; something 
tremulous but quiet. And then, coming 
toward him through the garden, at the foot of 
the steps, he saw the white figure of Lael. 

He hurried down to her. ‘I was restless,” 
she said. “It has been so long. Do you 
mind?” 

“Mind?” He wanted to cry. 
ie SEEMED an age that he stood there 

looking at her, although it was only an 
instant before he took her in his arms. But 
he did not want to break that blue evening 
moment, filled with the first sight of her— 
the sight of her shining hair, and hesitant 
half-smiling lips, and her wide eyes, young 
but infinitely wise and tender. This was his 
woman; he had waited for her. 

She shook the lapels of his coat. 

“Oh, Gilly!” she said. ‘Oh, my blessed 
one! Oh, my dear! You are such a damned 
fool!” (The End) 


PARIS IN ITS SMARTEST CLOTHES 


(Concluded from page 81) 


a fabric woven laboriously and slightly un- 
evenly by hand. The designs are primitive 
and the colors always dull. One of these 
cloaks in dark brown shows an irregular design, 
in motifs, of beige and silver. Louiseboulanger 
shows a cloak of this stuff in dull grass-green 
patterned with red and gold and trimmed 
with brown fur. 

The fashion of trimming cloaks and frocks 
with cut-out landscapes of fur is new but not 
exactly pretty, since the fur appears to be 
mutilated instead of rendered merely decora- 
tive. This is done in brown fur on black 
fabric, and with seal on white velvet or satin. 

Satin is one of the smart fabrics of the sea- 
son, from the diamond-studded white satin 
frock and cloak for evening through all the 
black, browns and olive greens employed for 
day wear to the heavy crépe satin or satin 
duvetyne used for cloaks. There are also 
frocks of bright red and bright blue satin. 

Velvet leads, however, for winter—velvet 
cloaks for the street, frocks of black or colored 
velvets for afternoon and evening. Usually 
these frocks are trimmed with fur, although 
many are embroidered lavishly with jewels— 
particularly frocks of bright red or black vel- 
vet, with the jewels sewed on in a rather large 
distinct design. 

Again, the only trimming of a straight 
velvet frock is a band of fur at the hem and a 
buckle at the hip. Worth shows a pretty 
model with a straight plain coat of black moire 
over a long tunic-blouse of white mousseline 
edged with a wide flounce of gray squirrel—a 
flounce which at first glance seems to be 
attached to the straight moire coat. The 
narrow underskirt is of black moire. Several 
of the Worth models are built on this idea— 
all very smart and pretty. 

A valuable addition to the season’s ward- 
robe is the straight three-quarter coat. Of 
black velvet, fur trimmed, it may be worn with 
any frock, making a perfect wrap. In brown 
or other colors it should be worn only with a 
frock of the same shade, or black. 

A muff of fabric edged and lined with fur 


Maryland Flynn wrote a book of charming poems. 


may be carried with any costume, provided a 
muff is needed. For several seasons muffs 
have been quite discarded by smart folk, but 
since many models are shown this year it may 
be that the muff will be carried again this 
winter. 

Everywhere modistes are trying to break 
away from the little cloche which has dom- 
inated the millinery world for a year or more. 
Brims are made broader and rolled up here 
and there—turned up violently in front or 
back or on the side; but women will have 
none of them, ordering the cloche—toujours 
la cloche. 

Mme. Agnés solved the problem by mak- 
ing a small black felt hat with a narrow cloche 
brim in front which widens out on the sides, 
being folded flatly against the crown across 
the back. About the whole, Agnés ties a 
black satin ribbon—a small smart bow on the 
side. Posed slightly aslant on the head, this 
cloche-turban is very smart. 

Another Agnés model of brown felt. some- 
what similar in shape with the brim turned 
back flatly against the crown in the back, is 
trimmed with a single pompon of black silk 
posed above the right ear. 

Pompons trim several of the new models 
from the maison Agnés. <A broad hat of black 
panne is trimmed on the side with a black and 
a rose silk pompon—strands of rose silk en- 
circling the crown. The brim of another 
Agnés model of black panne is rolled back 
sharply on the edge in front and caught witha 
single black silk pompon. 

The Agnés models, particularly the small 
shapes, are posed very low on the head, en- 
tirely concealing the bobbed or shingled hair, 
so ugly when seen from under a hat-brim. 
In other maisons the same idea is differently 
achieved—as in Reboux’s, for instance, where 
a velvet chignon replaces as best it may the 
natural hair, in a turban of draped violet 
velvet. 

Ckez Lanvin a chignon of silver roses holds 
the folds of a tulle veil over a bobbed head. 

van Campen Stewart. 


The book 


was published and created a stir. A reporter came to interview 


Maryland. 


Maryland hadn’t said at all, caused an upheaval. 
delightful love st-ry by Fanny Heaslip Lea. 


And the things he said in his report, which 
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Arthur Stringer’s Novel 


(Continued from page 75) 


figured out a future use, and down a fissure 
in the rock-wall flashed and sang a rivulet 
of clearest spring water. Below him, on 
the nearby gravel bar of the river itself, 
lay a long tangle of driftwood, higher than 
his head. And he decided, after looking over 
this matted hillock of spruce and pine and 
tamarack and birch logs, worn smooth by 
their descent down those miles of rock-lined 
rapids, to build his first shelter, not of stone, 
but of wood. 

So without further loss of time he fell to 
work, dragging from that lavish store the 
poles and timbers best suited to his purpose. 
These he carried up across the river slope to 
the back-wall that shut in his little amphi- 
theater of sand. Then selecting smaller 
birch poles that would serve as stakes, he 
drove a double row of uprights into the sand 
about five feet apart. Between these up- 
rights he piled his longer and heavier logs, 
one on top of the other, strengthening his 
structure with shorter cross-pieces, on which 
he piled a close-fitting layer of roofing logs. 
Then, circling lower down the river, he made 
trip after trip to the higher ground, carrying 
back pine and spruce boughs, which he piled 
closely along his timbered roof to make it 
tighter. Then, venturing still farther into the 
uplands, he gathered moss and dried grass 
and carried them back to his shelter. But, not 
altogether satisfied with this, he made his way 
back to the muskeg along which bulrushes 
grew and there gathered armful after armful 
of the ripened cat tails. After bringing these, 
together with still more spruce boughs, back 
to his shelter, he went to his pile of driftwood 
and selected two knotted tamarack poles, 
which he placed lengthwise along their con- 
stricted sleeping quarters, decently dividing 
the enclosure into two narrow berths. Eac 
of these he carefully bedded with a layer of 
spruce branches, feathering the needled twigs 
so that the coarse ends lay next to the sand. 
Over these again he spread the dry grass and 
moss. And he was busy piling the silky floss 
stripped from the bulrush catkins, piling it 
knee-deep along the narrow berths, when he 
become conscious that he was no longer 
alone. 


E PEERED out from his low-roofed 

cabin to see a brown-armed figure in a 
willow tunic watching him intently, with a 
look of wonder on her face. And that look of 
wonder deepened as he called her to his side 
and explained how she could nest in the core 
of that feathery mass of down without fear of 
the night’s chill reaching her. 

“But I want flat boughs for top-blankets,”’ 

he pointed out, “and a few short timbers to 
place across the entrance. Then we'll be 
secure, except for the roof. That I'll have to 
thatch or cover with bark before the rains 
come.’ 
But before his task of finding short timber 
for his shelter-end was over Grimshaw was 
disturbed by the discovery that he had to 
sit down and rest. His growing weakness, he 
realized, was due more to the lack of food 
than to mere fatigue. And food in some form 
or another, he also realized, must be promptly 
obtained. 

So, after thinking the matter over, he con- 
cluded that his readiest source of supply, all 
things considered, would be the river. Rally- 
ing what was left of his energy, he made his 
way down to the water’s edge, where he 
mounted a boulder and carefully studied the 
contours of the winding and twisting shore- 
line. 

When he clambered down from that boulder 
an odd change had crept over him. He became 
man the hunter, desperately in search of food. 
He slunk quietly along the broken river- 
bank, crouching low, studying each shallow 
and bay and cove for some sign of life in its 
depths. 

When he came to a backwater pool little 
more than waist-deep at the center, widening 
out into a sandy shallow toward the shore 
and connected with the river by a shallower 
throat not more than twelve feet wide, he 
felt he had come to the likeliest spot for his 
purpose. As he stood intently studying it, 
he could see flies hanging over its shadowed 
surface, and even as he looked a sudden 
flurry of flying minnows foretold him some 
larger fish were feeding there. But he drew 
back from the pool, making his way cautiously 
down-stream until he came to a water-logged 
tree-trunk below the limpid surface. He 
pried this free from the accumulated sands 
about it and found that by supporting it a 
little he could float it into deeper water. 
So, moving with the utmost caution, he 
dragged the heavy timber towards the pool 
mouth. He knew that any fish within that 
pool, when alarmed, would promptly seek 
deeper water, and his intention was to shut 
off that shallow throat before his purpose 
would be disclosed. His log, he found when 
he had warped and rolled it into place, fell a 
foot short at either end. So he completed his 
dam by quietly piling river-stones along these 


shallow water-gaps and along the base of the 
log itself, to anchor it more securely jn 
position. 


HEN, arming himself with a spruce bough, 

he waded into the pool, sweeping the 
bottom as he went. His object was to drive 
any fish imprisoned there into the shallows, 
where it could be stunned or killed. And he 
was rewarded, in the end, by catching sight of 
a dodging dorsal fin or two. He even caught 
the flash of silver bellies as he worked his 
prisoners into ever narrowing quarters. One 
of the larger darting shadows escaped between 
his very knees, though another, a small perch, 
he kicked frantically ashore with his bare foot, 
But his eye, all the while, was on a heavier- 
bodied form that fought and floundered 
through the muddied water. On this, when 
his chance came, Grimshaw flung himself 
bodily, disregarding its poisonous spines as 
he pinned and held it against the sandy 
bottom. 

When he had three fingers hooked through 
its gills and could hold it up he found it to be 
a muskalonge of at least five pounds in weight. 
And he knew that food had been given to 
them. It was not the best food in the world 
perhaps, but it was sufficient. 

His first impulse was to shout the good 
news aloud and bring Claire to his side. But 
on second thoughts he decided to clean and 
dress their meal before confronting her with 
it. Searching along the riverside gravel-beds, 
he found the bleached rib bone of a deer, 
which he sharpened and pointed on a piece of 
sandstone. With this he was able to scale 
and gut the two fish, which he tore into small 
sections and carefully washed at the water's 
edge. Then, carrying his bone knife and his 
precious food with him, he climbed the river 
bank and found a white birch from which he 
could peel a large enough piece of bark to serve 
as a platter. With still another plaque of 
birch bark, artfully folded and held together 
with thorns, he fashioned a rogan for a drink- 
ing-cup. Then with his laden platter and his 
rogan filled with water he staggered in triumph 
back to their elongated igloo of logs. 

“‘Are you beginning to believe in me?” he 
demanded, oppressed by the impassivity of 
her face, which now seemed bleached almost 
to a cheese-color under its tan. 

She looked at the fragments of white meat 
for a long time. Then she turned away. 

“T don’t think I’m worth it!” she asserted 
in her quietly dispirited monotone. 

He put the bark platter down on the sand 
between them. He resented that dashing of 
his momentary enthusiasm. His first impulse 
was to retort: “Supposing we keep alive to 
find out!” But a glance at her face, with the 
shadows of fatigue under her brooding eyes, 
reminded him of what she had passed through 
that day. 

““T want you to eat,” he said. He said it 
very quietly, but there was a note of authority 
in his voice which was not to be mistaken. 

Her gaze swung slowly back to his. She 
did not speak, but something fell away from 
her in that brief clash of wills. An alteration, 
small but subtle, took place between them. 
The man, who was stronger, rose slightly in 
some ghostly balance of life, and the woman, 
who was weaker, went down as he rose. It 
was, she remembered, the way of the wilder- 
ness, where all things were made over. 

“We'll eat,” he repeated as he placed the 
food more immediately before her. 

She did not look up at him. Instead, she 
turned her face a trifle away, that he might 
not see the returning pucker of misery which 
quivered about her mouth. 

So they squatted down on the sand, in the 
slanting sunlight, naked-limbed man and 
woman, and ate the raw flesh together. 


HEN they could eat no more Grimshaw 

carefully tied what was left of the meat 
up in the square of birch bark and stowed it 
away in the upper corner of their shelter, 
for with the break of another day, he knew, 
they would be hungry again. Then he looked 
up at the sun, which was dropping ominously 
down toward the sky-line. 

““We'll lose this warm air,”’ he explained to 
her, “during the next half-hour. And that, 
of course, means bedtime for us.” 

“Bedtime?” she repeated, with a catch of 
the breath. 

“Until we have fire,” he told her. “Thea 
it will be different.” , 

She sat staring towards the black-fringed 
hills that shut them in. The opaqueness 
her eyes disturbed him. 

** Are you afraid?”’ he asked. 

*“No,” she told him. 

“Then shall I cover you, or can you do that 
as well yourself?” 

He asked it as casually as he was able to 
looking away from her and staring in thro 
the narrow opening of their shelter. But she 
stood with her intent eyes fixed on his face. 

“T can manage it,” she said in an impersonal 

(Continued on page 130) 
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(Continued from page 128) 


small voice which reminded him of a child’s. 

He turned away, still avoiding her eyes. 

“IT want to have a look over the lower 
reaches of the river,” he told her. ‘From 
the lay of this land there ought to be a caribou- 
crossing somewhere in the neighborhood. 
And I want to find some iron pyrites, if 
possible, and open up the dam in my fish- 
pond again. It’s just occurred to me an- 
other meal might wander into it before 
morning.” 

“Would you mind not being away too late 
after—after the light goes?”’’ she asked with 
a humble quietness which brought him up 
short. He turned back to her as she stood 
at the shelter-end, a strangely solitary figure 
in the slowly graying light. Their eyes met, 
directly and openly, for the second time. 
Yet on this occasion the woman's eyes were 
the more tranquil of the two. 

“T'll be back well before night sets in,” 
he told her. 

But he had much to see and many paths to 
explore before the waning light reminded him 
of his promise. He inspected the lower river 
valley and then climbed to the uplands where 
he examined rabbit-runs and the spoor of 
larger animals. He studied the timber 
growth and the cropped branch-ends that 
told of moose. At a swale-side he saw the 
footmarks of a black bear. Then he busied 
himself in grubbing for a handful of cedar 
roots and a supply of dry punk from the core 
of a rotting log. He also gathered together 
a handful of small bird-feathers which indi- 
cated where a strike had recently dined. 
Then he turned homeward in the twilight, 
conscious again of his weariness and of the 
sharpening air against his uncovered shoulders. 


TTER silence reigned over his narrow 

shelter as he crept into it. His wilder- 
ness mate, he knew, was already in the nest 
he had made for her. And it impressed him 
as odd, while blocking the opening with his 
shorter pieces of tree-boles, that he should 
already regard this strange habitation as 
home. He listened intently, after burrowing 
down under the dry moss and leaves and 
covering himself with what remained of the 
spruce-boughs, and heard the silence broken 
by the occasional sound of a fox-bark. 

And it seemed to him, as he lay there with 
the tides of weariness ebbing and flowing 
through his body, that he could vision and 
feel life in every degree in every corner of the 
world, yet with all his accumulations of that 
world’s knowledge he had, at a stroke, been 
flung back into the barbaric beginning of 
things. Then, nesting deep in his bed, he 
felt a comforting warmth creep over quieting 
tides of fatigue. From beyond the two barrier 
tamaracks he could even hear the regular 
breathing of his companion, of the woman it 
was his destiny to sustain and guard and 
deliver back to her own. He knew by the 
sound that she was asleep. And he found 
a vague consolation in the thought that sleep 
was possible to her, just as he found a ghostly 
and wayward satisfaction in the thought, as 
he ebbed off into slumber, of her nearness to 
him 

He awakened, during the night, at the 
cry of some forest animal within a biscuit’s 
toss of his shelter. The anesthesia of ex- 
haustion was slow in slipping away from him, 
but when he came into full consciousness of 
his surroundings he sat up in the midst of his 
mattressing moss and tree boughs and listened 
for the breathing of the woman beside him. 

He could hear nothing. So with a small 
tingle of alarm he reached over the two bar- 
ricading hemlocks and thrust an interroga- 
tive hand through leaves and moss and catkin- 
down. 

Then he withdrew his hand, as promptly as 
though his fingers had come into contact with 
living fire. For at the core of that rustling 
mass he had found sudden warmth, like the 
warmth of a ptarmigan’s body under its 
plumage, the reassuring warmth of bare flesh. 

‘““What is it?”’ she asked sharply out of the 
silence. 

He knew then that she was wide awake. 
And the discovery, in some way, left him 
singularly discomfited. 

**T wanted to make sure you were all right,” 
he explained to her as casually as he was able. 

She lay silent a moment. 

“Was that a wolf that howled outside?” 
she finally asked. 

“No,” he assured 
a fox.” 

Still again she lay silent for a moment or 
two. 

* But there are animals—”’ 


her. ‘‘More likely 


She did not finish her statement. Grim 
shaw, however, caught the drift of her 
thoughts. 

“I know these northern woods better 


than you imagine. I’ve traveled them, night 
and day, hundreds of miles, without even a 
knife. And there’s not an animal in them 
that will deliberately molest a human being. 
Do you believe me when I tell you that?” 
‘Yes, I believe you,”’ she acknowledged. 


He heard her small sigh, in the darkness 
followed by indeterminate nestling move. 
ments which persuaded him that she was 
again settling down to sleep. But when he 
listened for the sound of her breathing, the 
deeper breathing of slumber, he could hear 
nothing. And he himself lay there for a time, 
oddly wakeful, once more oppressed by the 
feeling that all life as he knew it had gone 
out like a lamp, that all life, with the coming 
of day, would begin again as it had begun at 
the birth of the world. 


HEN Claire Endicott awakened the 

next morning, the sun was high in the 
heavens and oblique rays of Roman gold, 
penciling from mysterious chinks between even 
more mysterious logs, lay across the narrow 
gloom that encompassed her. She emerged 
from a sleep so profound that it was a full 
minute before her dazed mind could fix itself 
in time and place. Then, sitting up bare- 
armed in her smother of catkin-down, she 
realized exactly what lay about her. 

But sleep had restored that resilient young 
body to its customary vigor and it startled 
her a little to find a wayward surge of well- 
being flow through her rested limbs, stil] 
warm with slumber. For the first time she 
thought of her deliverance, and thought of it 
with a gasp of gratefulness. Then two small 
troubles intruded upon her moment of meager 
contentment. One was that she was in- 
ordinately hungry. And the other was that 
Shomer Grimshaw was no longer in his nar- 
row shelter-berth. 

Through the opening that faced the river, 
however, she soon caught sight of him. But 
so strange was his position and so remarkable 
his movements that she sat arrested, staring 
at him with wondering eyes. For he was 
squatted on the sand between a pile of small 
sticks and a cairn of stones which he had 
thrown together. Between his knees he held 
a slab of tamarack wood with a depression 
ground in its center. In his mouth he held a 
piece of stone, also with a small hollow at its 
center. Upright between the hollows in wood 
and stone stood a thin shaft of pointed tama 
rack on which, at first, she assumed the man 
to be fiddling with a roughly-made bow. But 
as she looked closer she saw that the fiber 
thong of the curved bow was looped around 
the tamarack-shaft, so that as the bow was 
drawn frenziedly back and forth the shaft 
revolved at an amazingly high rate of speed 
On the slab of wood about the lower end of the 
spinning tamarack stick she saw a sprinkling 
of powdered punk, a pile of dry moss, anda 
scattering of small bird-feathers. She could 
see the bent head wet with sweat and the 
knotted arm flying back and forth in its un- 
comprehended exercises. But she had no 
inkling of what it all meant until she perceived 
a thin vapor of smoke float up from the wood- 
slab between Grimshaw’s knees. And then 
she understood. She saw that he was strug- 
gling to produce fire by means of friction. 


HE leaned forward, intently watching him 

as the signs of smoke drove him to re 
doubled efforts. He pressed down with his 
clenched jaws until his face grew _brick- 
colored, his pumping hand flew back and 
forth, and with a sudden throaty cry he tossed 
away the bow-drill and dropped to his hands 
and knees above the punk-strewn slab, on 
which he began to blow with long and steady 
breaths. 

Claire could see the wisp of wreathing smoke 
increase in volume. She saw it thicken and 
darken as he added a bird-feather or two 
and scattered a handful of moss about the 
center of the slab. Then from him she heard 
a sudden shout of triumph, startlingly savage 
in note, as he fell to blowing with all the 
strength of his lungs, and the small smoking 
pyre showed a glow of ruby at its core He 
added more moss, holding it close down over 
the pathetically small jewel of incandescenct 
and never once stopping in his blowing. Then, 
as he added still another handful of moss and 
on this placed a slender spruce-twig or two, 
the smoldering mass burst into a sudden small 
flame. He nursed that flame. He fed tt 
tenderly. He added to it and built it up ané 
fanned it to wider vigor, coaxing it on untl 
its life was assured. 

Then he stood upright, with a second rough 
shout as he mopped his brow, for the miracle 
of fire had been achieved. And Claire, as she 
watched him throw wood on the growing 
flame, awakened to the fact that she ha 
never before, in all her life, thought funda 
mentally of this thing called fire. She had 
never realized what it meant to the sons o 
man, how its gift of warmth and light marked 
the first step upward from the jungle, how 
separated the emerging mortal from the 
brute. She remembered, vaguely, how ™ 
Egyptians and Greeks had once enshrined it 
in their early temples and how savage tribes 
had once worshiped it as a god. And § 
began to understand why it had been regarded 
as holy, why, when by mischance it went out 

(Continued on page 1 32) 
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Lovelier because Natural 


Now, at last, you can impart new beauty to your eyes 
by a simple method, all the more charming because it is so 
natural. 

Kurlash gives your eyelashes a distinct upward curl 
and combs them out beautifully and evenly. Your lashes 
at once appear decidedly longer, more pronounced and 
clearly more attractive. Also, your eyes themselves 
appear larger, and they sparkle with added brilliancy and 
deeper expressiveness. And yet nothing artificial is 
applied—not even heat! 

Kurlash, Model A, is a dainty, twenty-year gold-filled 
piece of jewelry. It comes in a handsome blue Morocco 
covered case with mirror top. Price $5.00. 

Model B is exactly the same device brightly finished 
like silver, in an attractive slide case. $2.00. 

Either model will serve you delightfully for a /ife- 
time. If you can’t get Kurlash at your retail shop you 
may order direct from us. Charges prepaid. We guar- 
antee your complete satisfaction. Both models come in 
two sizes. If your eyes are average size, order size No.1; 
if larger than average, order size No. 2. 
order to 


Address your 


THE STICKEL COMPANY, Inc. 


380 Cottage Street Rochester, N. Y. 


Leaflet giving full description sent upon request. Write for it. 


As a Gift 


What could be better than 
this newest and most 
welcome addition to a lady's 
dressing table? 


“APPEALS to the EYE” 
The Natural Eyelash Curler 


Dealers: Write for full information. 
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“Curls lashes 
upward” 
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The Tre-Jur Case is a 

beautiful vanity — a 

fitting engin to 
any handba 
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COMBINATION COMPACT 


The Newest of Any— 
the Most Complete 
of All—and at $1.25 


HE TRE-JUR triple compact —a 

veritable treasure chest for “beauty 
in the making.” Complete for the hasty 
toilette — yet no larger than ordinary 
compacts. Complete we say, for beside 
poudre and rouge, there is a lip-stick. 


Thz TRE-JUR compact is as convenient 
as it is complete. It requires no ma- 
noeuvring—no closing one _ to get at 
another. A deft touch, the lid is open— 
another, and a tiny drawer slides out. 
No breaking of finger-nails, no frantic 
search for a hair pin, no struggle! 

In keeping with this beautiful vanity, 
we sought the finest scent obtainable, 
sought it near and far—and Joli-Memoire 
was chosen. Once Milady has breathed 
its piquant fragrance, she will never be 
satisfied with any other odour — for it 
lends a distinctive personality. 


Despite the fact that the TRE-JUR com- 
pact offers you more than any other— 
furnishing complete poudre, rouge and 
lip-stick in one jewel-like case— it costs 
merely $1.25. Refillsare always available. 
If your favorite store has not received a 
supply, we'll send you a TRE-JUR triple 
compact direct, upon receipt of price. 





THE HOUSE OF TRE-JUR: 
UNITED TOILET GOODS CO. 


21 WEST 18TH STREET NEW YORK CITY 
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CORAL BAND 


HOSIERY 


\e INERY HOSIERY are worth the 
2 \ te seeking as well as the notice, for their 
6 ii beauty is more than skin deep! These 

silk stockings are full-fashioned to fit, 
f and pure-dyed for permanent fast color. 


. \ Fs The Coral Band stops any garter-run 
\ that starts above it—you get long wear 
| instead of a long tear. The Finery Repair 
Service restores worn or torn hosiery to 
newness at trifling cost, ending your 
mending troubles forever. 
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Thru the Finery Dye Service you can 
match any shoe or gown perfectly. 
Stockings not available in the desired 
shade will be dyed to your order in a 
"% few days—at no extra cost. 
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You must seek out Finery and see for 
yourself their lustrous pure-silk beauty 
—whether sheer chiffon or heavier 
thread-silk. All Finery Hosiery, from $2 % 
to $3.50, carries the same guarantee and 4 
the privileges of the Finery Services. r 
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Two favorite styles are the No. 200 full fashioned 
of pure silk, with lisle top and sole —in all colors 
—at $2.00; and No. 87, full fashioned of silk 
chiffon, extra sheer weight, in all colors at $2.75. 





THE FINERY SILK STOCKING CO. 


Manufacturers 


Main Offices: Third Ave. at 87th St., New York 





If your city is not listed, write us and we'll see that your Finery want 
are satisfied. Also, we'll send an interesting Brochure on Fall Hosiery. 


Philadelphia 

Bryan's 1322 Chestnut St. 

Dalsimer's, 1204 Market St. 
Pictsburg 

Meyer Jonasson & Co, 
Rochester—The Mally Co. 
Washington — Kafka’s 

M. Brooks & Co. 


DEALERS :—We believe Finery offers the most profitable propo- 
sition in the hosiery field. We should like to tell you more about it. 












Atlantic City 

Bon Marche ~ Boardwalk 
Baltimore 

The Hosiery Shop, 215 N Charles St. 

Schleisner's 
Milwaukee—Breithaupt's 
Newark, N. J. 

Finery Hosiery Shop, 707 Broad St. 
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(Continued from page 130) 


in the Temple of Vesta, all Rome had stood 
still, all business had stopped and all state 
affairs had hung nan. just as she realized 
why the armies of the Caesars, when marching 
into the unknown countries of the north, had 
always carried along with them their altar- 
litter of living coals. For with fire, no matter 
what tangled hinterlands he pierced, the 
voyageur was never quite homeless. 

She watched Grimshaw as he enclosed the 
fire in a circle of stones which he selected from 
his nearby cairn, making a sort of hearth 
about the flames. She watched him as he 
added heavier pieces of wood to the coals and 
then turned away and disappeared toward the 
lower reaches of the river. 


HE took advantage of - absence to emerge 

from the shelter. Then she ventured 
down to the water’s edge, where, after a mo- 
ment’s thought, she turned and made her 
way up-stream until she came to a rocky pool 
with a pebbly floor. There she bathed and 
dried her chilled body in the warm sun and 
banded her tunic of wattled branches about 
her waist again. There was still a vague 
stiffness in her joints and innumerable small 
aches about her ribs and shoulders and 
thighs. But the depressing dull ache that had 
hung about her heart was no longer there. 

And as she made her way back to the rough 
hearth before the shelter she found at least 
one thing to be grateful for, and that was the 
fact that with all she had not been she had at 
least been a bit of asportswoman. Physically, 
at least, she was not a weakling. And her 
athletics had given her a boy-like disregard 
for the human body undraped. Yet she was 
womanly enough in her eagerness to get her 
tangled mat of hair in some sort of order 
before her camp-mate’s return. She was 
busily raking it with her hooked fingers when 
she happened to glance about and catch sight 
of Grimshaw as he made his way up from the 
lower river. In one hand he carried a fish, 
half as long as his arm. In the other, she saw 
to her surprise, he carried a limp-hanging hare. 

She called to him, but he did not answer her. 
He seemed preoccupied and impersonal as 
he crossed the sand slope to the fire. But 
after dropping his burden beside the hearth he 
swept the waiting girl with a quick scrutiny. 
The frown went from his brow after that hasty 
study of her face. 

‘You look better,” he said, quite simply. 

She told him, as she stood watching the fire, 
that she felt better. “T was hoping that I 
could help you. 

“You can, in time,”’ he said, ‘“‘but not to- 
day. I want to get sandals, first, to protect 
your feet, for if those give out, we're helpless. 
Later on, of course, we'll have moccasins. 

**Made of what?” she asked. 

** Moose-hide,”” he answered as he dropped 
on his knees beside the dead hare, with his 
bone knife in his hand. 

knocked this fellow over with a club. 
I had better luck there than I did with my 
twitch-ups. I set out three last night, in their 
runs beyond the second muskeg. But my root 
fiber wasn’t strong enough. It was broken in 
both loops that were sprung. But we'll cure 
and twist some of his own gut, after this, and 
then it may be a different story. In the mean- 
time I'd like you to watch me as I do this,” 
he added as he hacked off the head and opened 
and dressed the carcass, “for we'll have many 
a rabbit to take care of, once we've got the 
right sort of traps. 


HE winced perceptibly, but by the time he 

had come back from washing the carcass in 
the river she was again entirely composed. 
She watched him as he broke the small bones 
by forcing the body flat, skewering it open 
with two sticks, ready for broiling before the 
coals. 

“This jack-fish was all our pool brought us 
this morning.”’ he explained as he fell to scal- 
ing and gutting his capture. ‘‘ But before the 
week’s out we'll be doing our fishing in a better 
way.” ; 

She continued to watch him as he prepared 
the fish for cooking, skewering it flat like the 
rabbit’s body and poniarding it on a green 
twig which he stuck in the sand, inclined 
toward the fire. When he had done the same 
with the rabbit’s carcass he raked the live 
coals closer about them, in a glowing bank. 
And in a minute or two Claire’s nostrils were 
assailed by the altogether consolatory smell of 
broiling flesh. He asked her, as he watched 
over that cooking meal, to bring what was 
left of the muskalonge flesh from the shelter. 
And while he cooked this on a stone over the 
coals, Claire placed a flat piece of timber, 
bleached bone-white by sun and water, on 
the sand as a table, and to it carried two rogans 
of water from the rock-spring. 


‘*T hate to see that good fat going to waste,’ 
said Grimshaw as he watched the jack- rs 
dripping grease over the coals. 

‘What good would it be?’ asked the puz- 
zled girl, stepping back from the river with her 
fresh-washed birch bark platter. 

We'll have use for every ounce of fat we 
can harvest,” explained her companion as he 
deposited the well-browned hare on the wait- 
ing bark platter. Beside it, a minute later, he 
placed the cooked fish. And while this food 
cooled in the morning air he raked back the 
coals and replenished his fire. Then they 
knelt, side by side before their sun-bleached 
timber, and ate. 

“You'll have to tell me when to stop,”’ cried 
the famished girl, picking her second leg-bone 
clean. She smiled as she said it, though it 
was rather a wintry smile. But it was the 
first time, Grimshaw remembered, that she 
had been capable of any such thing; and the 
moment impressed him as a memorable one. 

“Don’t stop until you have to,”’ he told her, 
‘for there’s plenty more where this came from. 
And once we get things properly organized 
we'll have less trouble in taking possession 
of it.’ 


HE sat back, at that, staring off at the 

lonely horizon that melted away into tier 
after tier of wooded hills. 

‘That makes me feel that vou’ve decided 
we're going to be here a long, long time,” she 
finally said. ‘‘Are we?” 

He drank from his rogan of water, with his 
brow knitted, before he answered her. 

‘hat,” he said, “is something we can 
never foretell. We can only hope—hope and 
keep a stout heart.” 

‘But does that mean we have to stay here, 
without trying to get back?” 

‘It means we have to stay here until we're 
equipped to travel,’ he explained. “And 
when we travel I don’t think it can be back 
over The Barrier. The fact that this country 
we're in has remained a wilderness argues that 
it’s been cut off, even from the Indians. So 
when we go, we'll have to go eastward, until 
we win through to Hudson Bay. For our only 
lanes of travel, of course, are the rivers. And 
all our rivers here flow either east or north: 
east. 

“But that,”’ she objected, “only takes us 
further and further away.” She sat staring 
at the receding spruce tops, picturing the 
unmapped North where the fir ridges dwindled 
off into bare and broken land-waves strewn 
with lonely lake and slough where the musk- 
ox drank, and these low land-waves again 
merged into lonelier savannas of lichen and 
moss, and these again melted off into tundras 
that stretched out empty arms to endless 
me adows of Arctic ice. 

“Tt will take us to human beings, who have 
frontier posts there,” Grimshaw was pointing 
out, depressed by the desolation in her eyes. 

‘But how can we reach—even them?” she 
asked after a moment of silence. 

“It will be done, all right,’”’ he averred with 
studiously achieved valor. ‘But before we 
can travel we must have clothing, warm cloth- 
ing, and we must also have tools and weapons. 
We'll get those things, in time. But until we 
get them there are certain other things to 
remember. We are not in the tropics. We 
are in what people regard as the Far North. 
That means we have to build against the 
weather. It may even mean we'll have to 
prepare against winter. But whatever hap- 
pens, we've at least got to insure against want 
by accumulating more than our daily needs, 
in the matter of foodstuffs. It will be slow at 
first, in spite of all the material that lies so 
close about us. But we'll improve at that. 
Even now, though, we have one thing to re- 
member: and this is, that time is precious.” 

He reached out for the rabbit-skin, which he 
laid flat on the logtop and began to scrape 
with his bone knife. 

hese,” he said as he held the moist- 
skinned hide in the smoke of the fire, ‘are 
what we will have to dress in, when we get 
enough. I'll make stretching-frames, for 
every scrap of fur must be saved and cured. 
Then I’ll show you how to sew them together, 
with a bone awl and sinew. Or they’re even 
better if they’re cut in strips and plaited, for 
that gives ventilation and more air-anchorage. 
The Eskimo can live through an Arctic winter 
in clothing like that, and live comfortably.” 

Her brown fingers caressed the soft fur 
that he had placed on the timber beside 
her. Then she looked up at the face of her 
companion, darkened with its two days’ 
growth of beard, crowned with its mat of un- 
combed hair. Yet she found no trace of 
coarseness there. All she saw was a strength 
to exult in, a quiet fortitude to wonder at. 

(Continued on page 134) 
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” 


“But there are so many other things,”’ she 
reminded him, with her hand still on the 
rabbit-skin. 

“Yes, there are many other things,” he 
agreed, ‘‘ but those will have to be met as they 
crop up. The one thing to guard against now 
is wasted effort. We've got to show ourselves 
intelligent enough not to go maundering over 
the same ground again and again and undoing 
to-morrow what we did to-day. And as the 
first thing we need now is a home, a permanent 
shelter, our first decision will have to be where 
to put it. 

He did not tell her that early that morning 
beyond the third tier of spruce slopes, he had 
caught sight of a lean-bodied timber-wolf 
skulking through the shadows. Yet the dis- 
covery of this unwelcome prowler had worried 
him more than he would have been willing 
to admit. 

“Half a mile down the river,” he went on, 
“is a pool, and in the center of that pool is an 
island. It’s wooded enough for shelter, and 
in many ways would make an ideal situation 
for us. You'd be secure there, shut away from 
practically all trespassers. But once the river 
freezes up we'd lose that protection. And 
until it did we’d have to ferry back and forth 
on a raft made of logs. On the whole, after 
looking over this district, I don’t believe we 
could hit on a better spot than where our 
shelter now stands. We are well protected 
from winds, we have water and wood in 
abundance, and by running a stockade down 
from the cliff-side to the water-edge we can 
shut this home-corner of ours completely off 
from the outside wilderness.” 


HE turned and looked at their small log 
shelter, wondering at the minute yet mys- 
terious tendrils of feeling which were already 
striking into the soil, which were already 
making the place seem like home. 

‘Then we can have a better house than 
this?” she asked as she watched him once 
more smoking the rabbit-skin over the fire. 
And for the first time he also could afford to 
smile. 

“That,”’ he retorted with a glance over his 
shoulder, “is only a make shift. Whether we 
make our renal home of wood or stone I can’t 
yet decide. Wood, with a stone fireplace at 
one end, would in many ways be preferable, 
but to build it of wood we must have an ax, 
a metal ax. And I’m not yet sure if I can 
manage that. But there’s plenty of limestone 
about us here, and by burning that in a kiln 
I can make a mortar and work my stone into 
walls. Then I can roof it either with a 
weather-proof thatch or by overlapping 
spruce logs split with stone wedges. Our only 
tools, at first, will have to be stone. For we've 
been flung back, here, into the Stone Age. 
Ve'll emerge, before long, into a Bronze Age, 
and I’m hoping in time that we can even 


_advance into our Iron Age.” 


His intent, obviously, was to hearten her. 
But his words only brought more blankly 
before her the extent of their empty-handed- 
ness. She remembered how vast a part the 
various metals in one shape or another played 
in the world she had left behind her. 

‘But where are we to get iron?” she de- 
manded as she stared down at the bone 
knife that lay on the sand beside his knee. 

‘That,’ he retorted as he rose to his feet, 
“depends on a number of things I haven’t yet 
had a chance to investigate. And there are 
countless other things I have to look into. 
So it means I must get to work. For even this 
eighteen-hour day is going to be a trifle short 
for the things I want done before darkness 
comes. When I’m away, if you feel able to, 
I'd like you to plait this green willow bark- 
fiber into strings. Twist it tight into three-ply 
before braiding it, and then take the rougher 
braids and rebraid them into rope. I'll need 
that for tying the cross-pieces on our s/archigan 

that’s what the Indian would call his stores- 
platform. One of the first things we must 
have is a stage to cache our skins and food on.” 

‘‘What is that to protect them from?”’ she 
asked him as he banked the fire with sand and 
ashes. And he stopped short at that unex 
pected question from her. 

‘A wolverine or some other small animal 
might prowl about at night,” he told her, 
without meeting her eye. Then he added, as 
he gathered what was left of their food to- 
gether: “* By to-morrow I'll have a good sharp 
spear-head of flint bound in the end of a six- 
foot poplar shaft for you. That will help when 
it comes to spearing fish—and also make you 
feel less defenseless. Ill be back at midday, 
when the sun’s highest. If you get tired of 
rope-making, before I get back, it would be a 
good thing to carry up some of the smaller 
timbers, for our fire here. Is ‘hat all right?” 

If she was conscious of his blunt matter-of- 
factness she did not openly resent it. She 
even sensed something dissimulative and pro- 
tective about it, remembering that they were 
skirting emotional abysses which should never 
be too minutely examined. They were alone, 
on the loneliest peak of Time. And that was 
not the place for heroics. 


‘I intend to do my part,” she said with an 
odd twitching of the lips, as she crossed to the 
different layers of bark fiber which he had 
placed beside the shelter wall. 

When Grimshaw looked back he could see 
her kneeling in the strong sunlight, beside the 
store of bark strings he had gathered for her. 
He could see her with lowered head, as she 
stooped over the three slender withes which 
she had knotted at one end and looped over a 
timber-point and began industriously to twist 
together. And as he headed down the river, 
through the shadowy slopes of pointed firs, he 
felt singularly like a cave-man starting off on 
his day’s hunt while his half-clad mate labored 
frugally about her pre-Adamic camp-tire. 


LAIRE found her morning a surprisingly 

busy one. When she had completed her 
fiber rope- making she turned to carrying up 
smaller pieces of driftwood from the bleaching 
piles along the gravel bars. She placed these 
in an orderly row along the outside wall of the 
shelter, seeing it grow tier by tier until her 
unprotected feet became too bruised and sen 
sitive to tread longer over a path so rough 
So she turned them to sweeping her dooryard 
clean with a spruce bough and raising on two 
low piers of stones the flat timber they had 
appropriated as a table. After replenishing 
the fire she stood studying the sun-steeped 
woodlands above her. Then she ventured 
down-stream until she came to a place where it 
would be possible for her to mount to the 
higher ground. 

This she did slowly and cautiously, with 
many stops and many studious glances about 
her. It had been her intention to search for 
fresh birch bark for. food platters, but when 
she came to a whispering parliament of bul- 
rushes along the edge of the first muskeg, she 
decided otherwise. Instead of venturing 
farther, she gathered as big an armful of the 
half-dried bulrushes as she could carry and 
picked her way back to camp. 

Her intention was to weave these pliant 
rushes into a sort of basketwork, as Grimshaw 
had done with the willow withes. Her efforts, 
however, were not crowned with great success 
She tried again and again, but her weaving in 
some way failed to hold together. And when 
she looked up, in despair, she caught sight of 
her wilderness companion slowly advancing 
along the river edge. He moved guardedly 
and wearily, with a huge pack slung over his 
stooping back and a number of wooden shafts 
clutched in his left hand. Hanging from the 
fingers of that hand, too, was a fish even longer 
and thicker than the arm which swung it. 


HE fish and the slender wooden poles 

he dropped on the sand beside the fire, but 
his pack he lowered more carefully beside the 
waiting woman. She saw, as he put it down. 
that it was a well-filled container made oi 
wattled reeds, somewhat similar to the thing 
she had been trying to fabricate with her own 
fingers. But the coarser fingers, in this case, 
had been more cunning than her own. 

Still without speaking he lifted from the top 
of his pack two covered birch bark bowls held 
together with spruce fiber, and handed them 
to the woman kneeling beside him. 

Claire lifted the bark covers and saw that 
one was filled with blueberries, with a sprink 
ling of wild currants, and the other with rasp 
berries so deep-colored and so aromatic that 
she stooped over them, sniffing them with a 
gasp of delight. 

‘That’s only a part of my good luck,” he 
told her as he sat down in the sand at her side 
‘It’s important enough, however, for we must 
have fruit and starch, along with our meat, for 
a balanced diet. And I find there are acres of 
berries to the northeast of us here. Our one 
trouble is going to be the matter of containers, 
to hold them for winter when we dry or pre 
serve them 

Claire lifted some of the berries to her lips 
The taste reminded her of her forgotten hun 
ger. But she watched Grimshaw as he re 
moved article after article from his wattled 
carrier. 

‘For that reason,” he went on, “I've 
brought these samples of clay from diffe rent 
cut-banks. One of them, I hope, will give us 
something we can fire into pottery and later 
glaze into a sort of porcelain. Then I’ve 
brought these bulrush roots. They're far 
inaceous and plenty of the northern Indians 
use them for flour. If you taste one you ‘ll 
pes it’s quite palatable even in the raw state. 

I also stumbled across some cranberries which 
we can gather later on. But my best finds 
were along the river. That seems the quarry 
that will give up most to us. These are pieces 
of sandstone, for sharpening and _ polishing. 
We have lots of it. And this is iron pyrites 
If we had steel, or even iron, it could give us 
fire at any time, though I’ve seen Salteaur 
who've managed to get fire by striking it with 
quartz. I haven’t succeeded at that, but it 
will at least give us sulphur, to help later on in 
dryi ing our fruit. 

“IT was hoping for a glimpse of some fer- 
(Continued on page 1306) 
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ruginous rock, to get the iron out of, or even 
some outcroppings of copper, which ought to 
be plentiful in this district. But that was 
one of my disappointments. I did find, 
though, this spruce-spar, into which I’m 
going to fit a flint head, to make you a spear. 
It will be tougher than poplar. And this 
longer shaft I’ve already polished and sharp- 
ened on sandstone, for myself. I speared this 
pike in one of the lower river-pools with it. 
But it’s hardly strong enough as a spear for 
animal hunting, for the big game we'll have 
to get.” 

She looked up at him, with her character- 
istic pucker of perplexity on her face. 

“Do you mean we've a chance of—of ever 
getting big game?” she demanded. 

There was no hesitation in his head-nod of 
assent. 

“And this is what we'll do it with,” he 
said as he lifted a larger piece of timber from 
his collection. “I intended, at first, to use 
swamp-elm, which is both tough and wiry. 
But I'd the good luck to find this along the 
lower river bank. I thought at first it was 
ironwood, but I can’t be certain. At any 
rate, it’s been brought here by high-water 
from heaven knows how far away, and left 
high and dry on our drift pile. That means 
it’s well-seasoned and ought to be almost as 
good as second-growth hickory for making 
each of us a bow. We'll have to use these 
pointed stones, for splitting it, and these 
shards of flint I'll have to chip into arrow- 
heads. The one thing still missing is sinew 
strong enough for bow-strings.” 

“And these other things?” asked the girl, 
stooping over what remained of his precious 
collection. 

“The heavier flints are for ax-heads, to be 
bound on wooden handles. And that longer 
shred of flint I’m going to shape and polish 
into a knife for you. And that pointed bone 
will make us a fairly good awl. We'll need it 
when we trim and bind these tougher slabs of 
bark together for sandals, for we must have 
protection there before another day goes by.” 


HE girl kneeling on the sand looked over 
their newly acquired store. 

‘All this,’ she finally said, “looks like— 
like success.” 

Grimshaw, with his bone knife, was already 
attacking the body of the huge pike. 

“We can’t call it success,” he reminded her, 
“until we are sure of metal. For we can’t 
campaign against bigger game until we have 
metal, or until we have animal-sinew for our 
bow-strings. And it’s the larger game we 
have to count on. We need both their fur 
and their meat. And that reminds me that I 
was also looking for some traces of salt. 
There must be salt, for no animal, tame or 
wild, can live without it. But so far I’ve seen 
no sign of it.” 

They cooked and ate their meal more hur- 
riedly than before, since Grimshaw found so 
many tasks awaiting him. Yet he stopped 
long enough to watch Claire as she knelt on 
the warm sand licking her fingers clean. It 
came home to him, with a small sense of 
shock, as he stared at her loosened hair and 
sun-browned skin, that she was already the 
victim of some vague process of barbarization. 

Yet as he fell to working on his spear-head 
and sat up to study her stooping figure while 
she struggled to bind the bark-sandals to- 
gether with her bone-awl and fiber, he was 
oppressed by the innate defenselessness of the 
slender figure. She was without great 
strength; she was tender of skin; she was 
without teeth or talons for fighting; she was 
the most defenseless of all living creatures in 
the wilderness about them. Yet in that small 
and tragically vulnerable head of hers, he 
remembered, she had cunning. And that, he 
recalled as he shaped and bound his spear- 
head of flint into the split end of its seven-foot 
shaft, was the one thing that might save her 
and save him alike. They had the cunning to 
make tools, the wider knowledge, perhaps 
faded and fragmentary, of the wider world 
they had left behind them. And as they 
worked side by side he tried to make their 
situation clearer to his companion, 

“This pole with the V-shaped branches at 
the end and the center point that makes it 
look like a Neptune’s trident,’’ he explained 
to her, “‘reminded me of the Eskimo’s fishing- 
spear. The center point I’m going to divide 
with this flake of flint. I’ve chipped it into a 
sort of saw and with it can rasp a deep enough 
notch to bind in this polished tusk that I found 
in one of the lower clay-banks. It would be 
more permanent if I could do the binding with 
rawhide, for rawhide shrinks as it dries. But 
we must do the best we can, until we get our 
rawhide. These are virgin waters and there’s 
fish enough in them to keep a camp of a hun- 
dred souls going. But we must get ahead of 
the game by drying and smoking as many as 
we can. When we get salt and I’ve a firing- 
kiln big enough to bake and glaze decent con- 
tainers, we'll pickle them in brine. In nearly 
every instance here we have to remember what 
the Indian has done, and follow in his foot- 


steps for his situation, where he has survived 
in territory like this, has been exactly the 
same as ours.” 

“But have we the chance the Indian had?” 
asked Claire as she stopped in her work. 

“‘In one way, we have a much better chance 
than the Indian, for we have a knowledge of 
things he never dreamed of and we can take 
advantage of it. Our spears and traps and 
snares and bows and arrows will be like his, 
at first, but we know a good deal more about 
metals than he does, and once we've got 
them, of course, we can step up out of this 
Stone Age. But in another way we're 
weaker than the Indian. We haven’t his 
primitive endurance. We can’t survive a 
winter on his narrow diet of meat and fat. 
We must have greens and fruit and meal. 
But we've got them all, in some form or 
another, right about us. Our one proble 
is to prepare them and preserve them.” 


TH woman kneeling on the sand sat back 
to think this over. 

“Tt’s not those things that are weighing 
on my mind,” she acknowledged. ‘It’s 
more the question of clothes. I’ve been 
trying to believe in you, in what you tell me, 
but I don’t see how we can ever get along.” 

He sat back, with an understanding nod 
of the head. 

“At first,” he explained, ‘“‘you’ll have to 
wear rabbit-skin. But you'll have all you 
want of them, once we get our bows made 
and our trap-lines set out. Even your foot- 
wear and leggings can be made of that. But 
later on we'll have the softest of doeskin for 
your underclothing, and double-ply moose- 
hide lined with hare-skin for your moccasins 
For your outer clothing you'll have buckskin 
sewed with the strongest of deer-sinew, and 
faced with fur if you like. Before the cold 
weather comes you'll have an entire suit made 
out of fur. And before winter sets in we'll 
have warm mittens and caps and sleeping- 
bags made of doubled rabbit-skin interlined 
with duck feathers.” 

This seemed to give her a great deal to 
think over. She sat silent for several mo- 
ments. Then she looked up at Grimshaw 
with solemn eyes. 

“T think you are wonderful!” she said with 
a small quaver of emotion in her voice. And 
her solemnity brought, for the first time, a 
deepening color of embarrassment to his 
dark face. 

““No, there’ll be little that’s wonderful 
about it,” he corrected. ‘There'll be a 
great many things we'll fail at. Some of 
our schemes, you'll find, won’t quite work, 
and some of our traps will fail us, and some 
of our weapons won’t prove of much use, 
perhaps. That’s why we’ve got to have so 
many irons in the fire. We've got to have 
enough resources so that if one thing fails 
we can fall back on another. But our most 
pressing need now is weapons. So I'll have 
to ask your help in splitting this shaft of iron- 
wood, or whatever it is, for our bows.” 

They carried their shaft and their carefully 
selected stone wedges to a flat shelf of rock. 
Then Grimshaw searched along the cliffs 
until he had found a heavy-ended slab of 
stone suitable as a mallet. Then, after a 
careful study of the grain of the ironwood, 
he made an incision for the placing of the first 
wedge. As it required both his hands to 
wield the awkward stone sledge it was neces- 
sary for Claire to hold the pointed stone- 
shard in place, by means of a loop of willow 
rope, until it was well fixed between the 
widening fiber of the wood. Then another 
and still another wedge had to be added 
along the deepening split. But the wood 
was dishearteningly tough, and sometimes 
a wedge would break, and sometimes the 
uncontrolled cleavage of the tissue would 
— what promised to be a presentable bow- 
shalt. 

After an hour’s hard work, however, Grim- 
shaw had two rough bands of ironwood, one 
considerably thicker than the other, which 
he pronounced adequate for his purpose. Yet 
even more tiring work was their slow shaping 
and charring and grinding down by means 
of his supply of sandstone. Long_ before 
they were tapered and smoothed, in fact, he 
put them aside to show Claire how to bind 
the tying-straps on the sandals which she 
had so roughly fashioned. They were not 
altogether appealing to the eye, but when once 
adjusted to his bruised feet they proved such 
a relief that he announced his intention of 
at once carrying up the timbers for the making 
of a starchigan on which to cache their stores. 


HIS stage he prepared by planting eight- 

foot poles in two rows before their shelter, 
with a running-piece lashed to the top of each 
row and lighter cross-pieces connecting the 
two. These poles Claire held in place while 
Grimshaw bound them together with his 
roughly-plaited ropes, making a sturdy pet- 
gola which, he explained, would place theif 
possessions beyond the reach of forest prowlers. 

(Continued on page 1 38) 
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‘But we don’t seem to have many posses- 
sions, objected Claire. 

‘We'll get them,’ was Grimshaw’s confi- 
dent reply. 

They fell to work on their bows, the girl 
taking the lighter strip of timber and the 
man the heavier. Patiently they ground 
down the rough edges with the slabs of sand- 
stone, laboriously they wore away the tough- 
fibered wood to the desired thinness, carefully 
they preserved the symmetry of the tapering 
ends. Yet before their task was completed 
the sun swung long and the pangs of hunger 
once more assailed them. 

It was as Claire stooped to place fresh wood 
on their fire that she stopped short, uttering 
a faint cry of excitement as her glance fell on 
one of the boulders which had formed a part 
of their primitive hearth. This boulder was 
dark and vitreous-looking. The heat from 
their coal-bed had shelled off a huge flake of 
the stone, a keen-edged fragment several 
pounds in weight, not unlike an antique 
battle-ax in general contour. 

‘Why wouldn't that make a hatchet head?” 
asked Claire, as she caught up a stick and 
pushed the hot stone away from the ashes. 


RIMSHAW promptly joined her, and 
together they bent over the heavy flake 
of stone with the simitar-like curve to its 
rough cutting-edge. He turned it over in 
the sand, studying it from every side. Then 
he studied the boulder from which the heat 
had shelled it. 
“I don’t know whether that’s obsidian or a 
tachylyte,”’ he said as he went back to the 
knife-edged fragment. ‘* But it’s the one thing 
we need. It reminds me of the i/ztli the Mexi- 
cans used to quarry at The Hill of Knives, 
near Timapan.”’ He found a smaller flake 
and tested it with one of his larger flints. Cae 
may even be meteoric. But at any rate it’s 
tough enough for our purpose. And by chip- 
ping the butt of this piece we can bind it into 
a split haft and make a weapon that isn’t to 
be despised.” 
He hesitated as he turned back to her. 
I'd like to get this done at once, and done 
while the light is good. Do you think you 
could cook supper, this time, while I’m work- 
ing on a handle for our broad-ax?”’ 
She smiled at his hesitancy. 
‘That’s my duty, isn’t it?” she said with 
a shortness which brought his eyes around to 
hers 
“Only when I’ve provided you with the 
proper means,” he amended as he took the 
bone knife from her fingers and knelt before 
the huge pike that lay between them. Instead 
of scaling it, however, he went to the river and 
returned with a mass of wet clay, which he 
molded about the fish from end to end. ‘This 
fellow,’ he said, as he added still more clay 
to the mass, “we'll bake in a bed of coals. 
Then when we knock off the dried clay you'll 
find that the scales come with it. And baking 
will give it a somewhat different flavor. We 
need that, for we've been running to fish more 
than I care for. To-morrow I intend to vary 
things by having some Canada grouse. 


UT it was not Canada grouse with which 

they varied their diet the next day. For 
as they sat in the gathering twilight quietly 
finishing their meal Claire was puzzled by a 
sudden change that crept over her companion. 
He stopped short, in the act of lifting a rogan 
of water to his lips, and sat staring ahead of 
him. Then his eyes narrowed, and with a 
motion for silence he waited again, moistening 
a forefinger in his mouth and holding it above 
his head 

Claire had no knowledge as to the meaning 
of this strange rite, just as she knew nothing 
of the sound that had crept to his sensitized 
woodsman’s ears. But she saw a sudden 
change in his demeanor. She saw his 
face harden and his breath quicken as he 
swung noiselessly about and caught up the 
unfinished stone ax, which he studied for a 
moment with a look of frustration. He 
dropped it on the sand again, reaching for his 
wooden spear and his knife-blade of pointed 
bone. Then, crouching low, and still without 
a spoken word, he crept along the base of the 
cliff, toward the lower river. 

Claire stood watching him, amazed by a 
change in him which she could not compre- 
hend. She watched him, stunned by the 
thought of how he had merged from a com- 
panionable human being, quietly talking of 
how they could boil water by filling large- 


sized rogans of birch bark at the spring and 


dropping into them hot stones from their fire, 
merged into a crafty and crawling animal 
groping its guarded way through the pale 
northern twilight. He looked pre-Adamic and 
paleolithic as he crept cautiously down be- 
tween the shadowy river rocks, suddenly bar- 
baric,and brutalized, a prehistoric hunter drunk 
with blood-lust and intent on a kill. She 
watched him as he snaked, silent as a shadow, 
up on the rough rock-shelf that overlooked 
one of the bigger river-pools. She watched 
him as he advanced, inch by inch, along the 
top of this rock. And when he lowered his 
body, flat along the rock-top, so that she 
could no longer catch any glimpse of him, 
a thin fear took possession of her with the 
passing of the prolonging minutes, and in- 
stinctively she looked about for a weapon. 
She reached for the lighter spear into which 
Grimshaw had spliced the head of pointed 
flint. Then step by step she followed after 
him. 

She stopped once, as she caught sight of him 
again. He had drawn back and risen on all 
fours, apparently to change the position of his 
spear-shaft. She could see that as he advanced 
stealthily, inch by studious inch, he held the 
pointed wooden shaft poised in his right hand, 
in a position for striking. She tried to picture 
the animal above which that spear swung sus- 
pended, the unsuspecting animal in the brown 
waters under the out- -jutting rock shelf. She 
knew, from the intensity of the hunter’s 
poise, that it was no trivial creature he was 
tracking. She concluded, with a small chill 
of horror, that it was a black bear or a silver- 
tip, overtaken as it fished lazily in the quiet 
water fringed with lily-pads. She had heard 
that bears did such things, recalling broken 
scraps of talk, of hunters’ talk, about the 
fireplace of her country club. But she knew, 
too, that a pointed wooden shaft was no 
adequate weapon against any such monster 
of the wild. 


HEN all speculation on the matter ended 

abruptly, for she caught Grimshaw’s 
hoarse shout as he lunged with his spear, 
lunged with all! his strength. Before she 
knew it she was running forward, with her 
own spear poised above her head, calling 
shrilly as she ran. Both her cry ‘and her 
movements were unwilled, infected as she 
was with the excitement of her mate. Yet 
for the second time that mate startled her. 
For before she had even reached the rock 
where he stood he had leaped bodily into the 
water below him, shouting again as he went, 
with his bone knife clasped in his hand. 

She heard a guttural sound, half a grunt and 
half a roar, as she ran to the rock-edge. And 
then she realized her mistake. For in the 
water already stained with crimson she saw 
not a bear, but a wide-antlered head with 
ugly small eyes and an even uglier thick 
snout. She knew at once that it was a 
moose, a bull moose. And she knew the 
man was fighting it, fighting it almost bare- 
handed, as they threshed together in the 
bloody water where Grimshaw’s ineffectual 
wooden spear had already wounded it in the 
shoulder. She saw the man’s sinewed hand 
close on the twisting antler as man and 
beast went together under the surface of the 
water. She saw the heave and strain of the 
huge shoulders as the man struck and struck 
again at the thick-haired neck. She saw the 
striking fore-paws as the beast lifted itself 
almost bodily from the water, with the man 
tossed aside and the wattled tunic torn from 
his body, leaving his back and shoulders 
white in the twilight as he clutched at the 
ruffed neck and again closed in on his enemy. 

It made her think of Pleistocene beasts in 
the twilight of time, primordial things out of 
some more brutal age engaged in primordial 
combat. She saw a runnel of red on the 
pumping white arm as the hand that held the 
trivial bone knife smote against the thick- 
hided monster. She saw two heaving and 
grasping and grunting hulks, one white and 
one dark, writhing and battling in what might 
have been antediluvian slime. Then the 
thing became sickening, for she saw that 
Grimshaw, in his desperation, was aiming his 
knife strokes at the eyes of the infuriated 
bull, who roared again as the thin blade 
struck deep and a thicker runnel of blood 
oozed down his head. But a sudden shake 
and twist of the heavy neck sent the clinging 
white body catapulting through the air. The 
watching girl saw that body go under the 
water. She saw the flailing pointed hoofs 

(Continued on page 140) 
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beat down upon it and send it still deeper. 
She waited, with her heart in her mouth, for 
Grimshaw to emerge again. 

Then she could wait no longer. She 
screamed, without knowing she was doing so, 
as she clutched her spear closer to her body 
and dove into the reddened water, even as 
the hand holding the bone knife showed 
above its surface. And she knew, the next 
moment, that Grimshaw had not succeeded 
in blinding the animal, as he had intended, 
for she could see the huge antlered head 
swing about on the weakened swimmer still 
gasping for breath. 


HE cried aloud for the second time as a 
strong stroke or two carried her toward 

the long-haired wide rump rising out of the 
water. She caught at that writhing wide 
rump, clung to it, drew herself up on the 
sloping furred body and sat astride it as it 
battled with the white-skinned swimmer now 
clinging to one of its antlers. Then as she 
balanced herself there she grasped her spear- 
shaft midway in both hands and brought the 
pointed flint head down against the ridged 
backbone directly under her. She felt the 
point sink into the flesh, she felt the warm 
blood ooze up against her leg. But again and 
again, with an ever-increasing savagery, she 
stabbed deep along the bony spine. She was 
still vaguely wondering why she could not 
strike deeper when a sudden tremor passed 
through the grunting body under her. It 
subsided into passiveness. It lapsed away 
under her, an inert mass, as Grimshaw caught 
at her arm and supported her to shallow 
water, where he had to exert all that was left 
of his strength towrest the spear from her hand. 

“Is it dead?” she gasped as she clung to 
him, panting. “‘Are you all right?” he asked 
instead of answering her question. 

” Yes, I'mall right,’ ’ she told him, breathing 
deep. “But you’re hurt!’ 

‘Nothing but a bruise or two,” he pantingly 
assured her. ‘‘ You—you struck him through 
the spine and paralyzed him. And you kept 
him from killing me.” 

“But why, why did you take a risk like 
this?”’ she demanded. 
“We needed him,” was his brief retort. 

‘Not as much as I need you,” she reproved, 
conscious for the first time of the coldness of 
the water in which she was standing knee- 
deep. Then she cried out as he turned and 
waded into the deeper pool-end with her 
spear in his hand: ‘What are you doing?” 

“I've got to finish him off and get the car- 
cass into shallow water,” he called back, 
once more master of himself. ‘It’s safe 
enough, after this!” 

She turned away as she heard the sounds 
of that unlovely execution, feeling that she 
had seen enough blood for one night. 


HEN she looked back she saw that Grim- 

shaw had recovered his tattered willow 
tunic and was once more trying it about his 
wet body. A moment later he came wading 
through the shallow water to her side. 

‘We must go back to the fire,” he said as 
he took her hand and led her up to solid 
ground again. 

“But your moose?” she objected, glancing 
back to where the furred dark mass lay half 
submerged in the shallows. 

“You're more important than the moose,” 
he asserted, curtly enough, as he picked his 
way back over the broken rocks, leading her 
after him as he went. 

‘But I don’t see how you could do a thing 
like this,” she said with a glance back at the 
inert antlered mass in the pool-water. She 
noticed that he had lost his sandals in the 
fight and that blood oozed from a _ broad 
scrape along his forearm. 

He did not answer her until they were in 
front of the shelter again and he had thrown 
fresh wood on their fire. 

“Do you realize what that bull means to 
us?” he demanded as he seated her ‘in the 
glow of the flames and found the unfinished 
stone hatchet, which he fell to binding more 
securely to its roughly shaped hasp. ‘That 
means moose-hide, enough moose-hide for a 
complete suit for you, and moccasins for us 
both. It means warmth and comfort again. 
And it means sinew for sewing, and strong 
cords for our bows, and decent thongs for our 
rabbit-snares. It means strings for fish-lines. 
And from the gut-walls, properly cured, we 
can twist threads for gill-nets. But, more 
than all, it means meat for us, several hundred 
pounds of meat which we can cut up and 
smoke and dry. It’s bull meat, and not the 
best in the world, but it’s something to know 
we have that store between us and starvation, 
until our other plans are well under way.” 

“But that great hulk—” she began. 

“Yes, it must weigh nearly half a ton. 
There were two of them, at first, two bulls 
fighting. One got away. But we got the 
other, and he'll keep me busy enough to-night. 
For before I turn in I must have every pound 
of him up on our starchigan. That’s why I 


must have this ax, to hack him into quarters.” 


“Then I must help,” 
kneeling beside the fire. 

But Grimshaw shook his head. 

“No, it'll be too wet and too bloody down 
there for you. And there may be wolves 
prowling around, after they sniff the kill. 
I'll take a burning stick from our fire here 
and build a fresh one on the rock above the 
pool. These northern nights never grow 
entirely dark, and a good blaze will give me 
all the light I want. It may take me a long 
time. So the best thing for you to do, after 
you're warm and dry, is to turn in and get 
your night’s rest. You’ve done enough, it 
seems to me, for one day!” 

She sat beside the fire watching him as he 
picked out the sharper flakes of flint from 
his store and took up his stone ax and a 
burning brand from the fire and made his 
way once more down the shadowy river 
valley. She saw the light of the glowing 
brand-end diminish as the distance widened 
between them. She saw it eventually dis- 
appear entirely from view. But as she 
stared through the gloom she soon saw an 
answering flame leap up along the rocky 
ledge of the river bank. She saw it grow as 
the shadow moving about it flung fresh wood 
across it. And she found something con- 
solatory and heartening in that companion- 
ing fire as it wavered and glowed across the 
deepening night, and the figure that moved 
now and then across its radiance reminded 
her that she was not utterly alone in that high- 
vaulted silence which seemed to engulf her. 

She had intended to sit there and await 
Grimshaw’s return. But that day of strange 
toil had left her heavy with undreamed weari- 
ness. Once, in fact, she fell asleep as she 
sat there on the sand with her back against a 
warm stone. 


asserted the girl, 


HE wakened, what seemed to her hours 
later, and sat up in her shelter couch, to see 
Grimshaw stagger past the fire with a huge 
mass of flesh that dripped red as he walked. 
This impressed her as occurring many times, 
though she was too drugged with drowsiness 
to keep any conscious tally on his trips. 
When she did fully awaken it was to see him 
with the last of the gore decently washed 
from his arms and shoulders in the river. He 
was kneeling beside the bed of coals with a 
long stick in his hand. The pointed end of 
this stick was thrust into a red slab of moose- 
meat which he held over the coals and watched 
intently as it browned in the heat. 

Claire also, as she sat up in her couch, 
watched that frizzling slab of meat. She 
watched it with an unwilled and unstudied 

eagerness, wondering at the sudden dis- 

quieting ache of hunger which took posses- 
sion of her as the night breeze wafted an 
aroma of cooking flesh in to her nostrils. She 
saw Grimshaw draw that flesh back and 
solemnly inspect it. She saw him just as 
solemnly wave it in the night air to cool it. 
Then she emerged from the shelter and knelt 
down on the sand beside him. 

“What is it?” he asked, alarmed by that 
unher ilded appearance. 

“I’m hungry,” she said, quite simply. 
And they smiled together, not unhappily, as 
he placed the slab of meat on a stone and 
divided it with one of his flakes of flint. 

“This is the lip I’ve cooked,” he explained 
as he handed one piece to the waiting woman. 
“It’s the most palatable part of a moose.” 

She held the chunk of coal-browned flesh 
in her hand and sank her teeth into it. 

“Tt’s good,” she said with child-like satis- 
faction as she shredded the warm meat 
between her strong young teeth. But her 
cave-mate did not answer her. He was too 
intent, at the moment, on the appeasing 
of his own hunger. 


RIMSHAW was up before the sun the 

next morning, for he knew his day was to 
be a full one. By the time Claire was ready 
to sit down to a breakfast of blueberries and 
bannock made of parched bulrush bulbs 
pounded between stones into a flour and 
moose-meat broiled over the coals, he had 
rewashed the heavy furred skin and laid it 
out for scraping. He had also split the 
skull of the moose and saved the brains, to be 
used in curing his portions of hide, and had 
washed and stretched certain sections of the 
intestines which he wished to steep in lye and 
prepare for binding and fishing fiber. He 
had also worked over the broad band of 
precious white sinew which he had dug out 
along the huge creature’s spine. This tough 
fibrous tissue, he knew, he could cure and 
split again and again until it was as fine as 
linen thread and many times as durable. 
Even Claire uttered a cry of delight as he 
showed her a strand of this sinew which he 
had soaked and shredded and smoked over 
the fire and rubbed with fish-fat until it was 
as pliant as a thread of silk. 

“This,” he exultantly told her, “‘is our 
life-saver. For with it now we can sew 
clothes together, and make more asins, and 

(Continued on page 142 








fo) 





3S ty 

















































































































R fo NOVEMBER 1923 
EXAMINE YOUR SKIN 
THOROUGHLY 
= Have all the blemishes of the too 
— ardent summer sun disappeared; tan, 
freckles, dryness? 
we Are you satisfied to begin the social 
er season with your skin less than in 
_ perfect condition; soft, smooth, radi- 
“e antly healthful, without wrinkles? 
‘ow Of course you are not, for what are beautiful gowns 
me and irresistible invitations when you are not looking 
ong your best? * 
te ‘Aten . 
tone Begin now to treat your skin as your most valued 
it possession. ‘Those of you who can should not let a 
: week pass without one of those remarkable treatments 
he \ 4 for which so many lovely women frequent the Salons of Marie Earle. _ If this 
— is impossible, write for the instructive booklet, ‘‘The Other Side of the Moon,” 
’ . and follow the directions conscientiously—you'll be amazed at the results. 
ie Begin now to nourish your skin and cleanse it thoroughly with: 
° | 
ing . 
om Ch behets CREME ANTI-RIDES ELIXIR MARIE EARLE EMAIL 77 
lis- ory, 5 Creme Anti-Rides, as its in antiseptic lotion which This wonderful liquid pow- 
she NA name implies, banishes bleaches tan and _ freckles der should be on every wo- 
an 4 y mA wrinkles, for it is composed quickly and harmlessly. man’s dressing table. It will 
‘ky iit of the essential oils that form Elixir will make rough skin ia pomeier rm h 
as perfect nutrition for the skin. soft and smooth. Apply at “i on ae ig lo 
l ary. AT AY INTI-RIDES fills out wrin- night with absorbent cotton; neck, face, and arms. It is 
- HAVE A DIS] ING | ION kles, nourishes underlying as soon as tingling sensalion silly aciidetek. petutne 
lissues and causes them to becomes perceptible follox she akan keeping Se ee 
on- adhere to the skin. Prices with application of Anti- > rs ee ' 
the FOR ORIGINAL ] TY AND $1.00. $3.85 and $5.75. Rides Price $7.00. smooth, Price $8.75. 
ved 
led 1’ . 
zh GAREFUL EXECU lION Of Interest to Every Woman: 
ari 1) A $5 Beauty Case of Cream Enamel containing : 
ige OF WC RIG Jar of Créme <Anti-Rides; A Supply of ‘Tissues se wiping off Créme Anti- 
end ~ ¢< * Rides; ile Stimulant; S 1 Lotion; Bottle Eau Anti-Rides; Jar Créme 
“ie IK S Rides; Huile Stimulant; pecia Lotior bd 7 
ny SAM LES« UBMITTED Perfection; Compact Powder; Feuille de Rose. 
rT x — " Marie Earle Preparations obtainable at the 
- IHE DREKA Co. best stores throughout the country or direct from: 
oR ert Mie 
_ ®  W21GHESTNUT STREET 5 - , 
5, \5 ) . Af i! 
ne RL PHILADELPHIA Ad] | 
; oat 
pe: 7 ie 600 Madison Avenue, New York 
a 1635 Connecticut Ave., Washington 
ed 25 Rue Pasquier, Paris 
He 
la 
of 
Se- 
ed 
h, _ 9 
he 
: R. 
is- | 
. | Stylish Shoes Made Comfortable 
he ; 
nd 
as | 
it. 
elt | 
} Patented 
at | Instep 
| Suppor 
ly. os 
as f ; 7 i \s | 
nd \ \ 4 
» | | EyesLikeS 
n. t One of five famous 
y yes ike ars _. Comfort features 
sh You see them so often on the stage 
i and screen—those rare, soft, starry 
it EYES that glow with light and feel- 
er ing. Every woman, way down in 
10 her heart, wishes she, too, might 
1B possess them. 
Alluring EYES are every woman’s 
he birthright, and with proper care 
to they may easily be attained. A few 
ly drops of Murine, night and morn- 
id ing, will brighten and — even 
. the most neglected E 
1¢ 
id Murine clears the sisal of the 
it EYES, intensifiestheirnatural color, . , 
ie and drives away not only the dull, H ere 1S S b R E 
: tired py ~- ray feeling. It’s w N 
iC ome e e 
good for the contains no | | : 2 fay, : 
" belladonna or any other harmful Ind comfort shoe 
fe ingredient. THE WORLD'S MOST FAMOUS COMFORT SHOE 
yf Our attractively illustrated book, “Beauty 
t Lies Within the Eyes,” tells how to peo 
: erly care for your Eyes, Brows and Lashes, 
£ and thus enhance their poautys L I ; 
: a fa tla Dr. Kahler’s Shoes are on sale 
. The ogo toga hed. a , Pog 
epee ee 9 | in all principal cities 
e 
2 UR RINE Write for our booklet “Feet and their Clothing” and 
name of Dealer in your city. ‘ 
; septate EYES , RY-SOULE CO., I 15 WEST 44TH ST., N. Y.C. 
" POR ssc 82 i ai 1889 LOUNSBU - ley ANC., H oN. Y.C. 














141 


i 


— 





How to 
Look Slim 


You must, you know, or the 
present styles won't be becom- 
ing. The surest, easiest way is 
to wear a Roberta, which well- 
dressed women everywhere 
find is necessary to an attractive 
appearance. 


The Roberta is the style cor- 
set, as cleverly and expertly 
designed as the pretty clothes 
you wear. Each is a dainty 
piece of lingerie, soft, supple, 
luxurious. 


The model illustrated is Roberta 
No. 240/60, especially designed 
for women of generous figure. 
Cross sections of elastic at the 
bust line prevent any crowding 
of the figure. The back line rises 
slightly with a little flare to in- 
sure a shapely back. Material 
is fancy, flesh-tinted brocade. 
There is a self-adjusting shield 
under the lacing to prevent cut- 
ting. Price $10. The same model 
may be had at $5.50 and $13.50. 


The leading store in your 
city can show you a complete 
line of Robertas, both Laced- 
in-Front and the new Non- 
Laced style. A fitting will in- 
troduce you to the smartest, 
most comfortable and satisfac- 
tory corset you have ever worn. 
Have one without delay. 
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Guests to Com ort — 


Violins Room that Invites 





LIVING ROOM that welcomes a 

stranger is an achievement. More 

especially it is a happy harbor to the 
family members who call it home. 


The strong appeal of such a room comes 
from the choice of furniture that provides 
comfort and a place for easy relaxation. 


Appropriate Northfield upholstered pieces 
offer an especially happy choice of furniture 
for the only room open to most visitors. 
For Northfield furniture invites guests to 
comfort. 


And when over-night guests come, the full 
size comfortable bed folded underneath the 
soft davenport seat, offers still further hos- 
pitality. Not a suspicion of its presence, how- 
ever, comes from any detail of upholstery 
or design. Northfield designs are all by a 
nationally known designer, their coverings 
are all chosen by a well known interior 
decorator. Their styling is perfect. 


Your selection may be of the period type 
illustrated or of an overstuffed design of 
wonderful comfort or from among those 
colorfully decorated fibre groups so full of 
interest for either the living room or sun 
parlor. Your furniture dealer will show 
them all to you, and tell you of their merits. 


A Booklet, “The Davenport with 


a Secret,” sent on request. 


THE NORTHFIELD COMPANY 
Makers of Good Furniture 
SHEBOYGAN, WISCONSIN 
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bind on our arrow-heads. Some of it, too, 
we can tie on to the ends of our rougher fish- 
lines.” 

But that was not his only cause for exulta- 
tion on this particular morning. For when 
he was scouring the lower river shallows, 
searching for stones which might break with a 
sufficiently sharp edge to serve for scraping- 
knives in cleaning his moose-skin, he stumbled 
on a find which brought a shout of triumph 
from his throat. 

Claire, who was carrying bank-clay to a 
scooped-out hole in the sand close to their 
shelter, to make a puddle basin in which to 
soak the green hide in a lye of wood-ashes, 
looked up in wonder at that sudden shout. 
She saw Grimshaw staggering toward her 
with a ragged triangle of ribbed planking on 
his shoulders. She realized, as he came 
closer, that what he carried was a pointed 
fragment of dressed boards with broken 
ends; and she thought, at first, that his joy 
arose merely from the discovery of something 
which might serve them as a table. But she 
knew better, once he had dropped his burden 
on the sand beside their shelter. 

“Look!” he cried with shining eyes. 
“Another life-saver! That’s a piece of my 
lost york-boat. I found it wedged under a 
tangle of driftwood!” 

The girl stood staring down at it, with an 
odd fluttering of the heart. It was all that 
remained to them, she remembered, of their 
lost world, all that connected them with the 
life they had once lived. 

‘This is what counts,” exulted Grimshaw, 
as he turned the pointed ribbed planking 
over on the sand. “See the metal on it 
there! Thank God, it’s brought us metal!” 
+ Claire gazed down at the converging boards 
of the bow banded with a strip of two-inch 
wrought iron as thick as a wagon-tire. It 
met in a V -shaped angle of metal, twisted 
together at the point to form a loop through 
which a hawser could be passed. But Claire 
failed to see to what use this odd-shaped 
piece of metal could be put. 

‘I had that forged and bolted on last year,’ 
explained her companion, ‘‘for hauling dun- 
nage across the lake. Altogether there should 
be nine or ten pounds of metal there, counting 
the bolts. And there’re the nails, besides. 
There should be at least three dozen of them 
Do you realize what that means?” 

“But they'll be crooked and rusted,” she 
complained as she stooped closer over the 
ribbed planking. 

“What difference does that make?” said 
Grimshaw, laughing almost drunkenly. “T’ll 
build a forge and weld them over. That 
means arrow-heads, metal-pointed arrow- 
heads, and all the fish-hooks we want. And 
this iron ring means a knife for you, a knife 
that I can hammer out and point and whet 
to the sharpest of cutting-edges. And this 
heavier piece means an ax, a real ax for me, 
an ax into which I can put a haft and cut 
trees and shape timbers and fashion boards. 
Think of it! That means a house for us, a 
white man’s house made weather-tight and 
rain-proof, a house we can be proud of, a 
house with furniture and comfort. And 
there'll be enough metal left over, by using 
the bolts, to make us a good-sized hunting- 
knife, a knife that I can point and temper 
and polish and fit a heavy horn handle to. 


NSTEAD of staring down at the metal, 

Claire was staring into her companion’s 
face. That face, at the moment, was con- 
torted with a fantastic joy which waywardly 
impressed her as holding a touch of the 
pathetic. He was exulting over a few pounds 
of rusty iron as rhapsodically as though he 
had stumbled on a second Klondike. Yet as 
she watched him while he fell feverishly to 
work, with all his older plans for the day for- 
gotten, she grew into a vague realization 
of what Grimshaw’s find was going to mean 
to them. It meant tools for the fashioning 
of other tools, knives for the cutting and 
trimming of hides, for the making of better 
bows and arrows, for the gathering of wood 
and bark, for the manufacture of weapons of 
offense and defense, for the blazing of trails, 
for the shaping of snow-shoes, even for the 
making of a boat to carry them away when 
the spring break-up came along. At a 
bound, she began to see, they had leaped 
from the Stone Age of man at his most prim- 
itive into the Age of Iron, the age where 
man stood clearly triumphant over the brutes 
which surrounded him, over the forces 
which had held him in thrall, which had 
made him so namelessly afraid of the night 
and the fanged things that haunted the night. 

Although she failed to see just how this 
rusty metal was to be converted to their uses 
she insisted on a division of labor in preparing 
for the task ahead of them. And it was not a 
simple task. For after finding and placing 
a flat boulder which would serve as an anvil, 
Grimshaw had to equip himself with both a 
pair of tongs for handling the hot metal and a 
hammer for pounding it. The hammer he 
made from a flat-headed stone which he 





chipped about the middle so as to hold firm 
in the split wooden haft to which he lashed 
it. The tongs, which had to be both sturdy 
and fireproof, he fashioned by taking two 
long and narrow flakes of slate-stone, which 
he ground smooth and bound with strips of 
his green moose-hide to the ends of two 
slightly curved pieces of birchwood, so that the 
stone points protruded some eight inches 
beyond the wood. The two pieces of wood 
he then crossed and lashed together, scissors- 
like, in the center. When he took this rough 
instrument in his hands and closed the slate 
jaws on a piece of stone lying in the sand, he 
found that he could lift the stone up and 
place it where he wished. 


IS next task, he explained to his compan- 

ion, was to build a forge, for he saw that 
he could not obtain a fusing heat without a 
forced draught. But before he went about 
this he instructed Claire in the process of 
securing charcoal, by piling billets of wood on 
their ends so as to form a conical pile, with a 
central shaft to serve as a flue and an opening 
at the bottom sufficient to admit air. The 
cone was then covered with wet earth and 
sand and a fire was started by placing a few 
coals from the hearth-blaze at its bottom. 

While this was slowly burning Grimshaw 
set to work on his forge. He built it of stone 
carefully chinked with wet clay, leaving a 
hollow coal-basin at the top and at the bottom 
a small vent for his bellows-pipe. 

It was, however, the making of the bellows 
that caused him the most trouble. When 
he had them fashioned and trimmed to his 
liking, Claire, who had been building a 
smaller fire under the fragment of boat- 
siding to set free the nails and band-iron, 
promptly stopped her work and joined him. 
Together they held their breath as he took 
the strange-looking contrivance by its two 
handles, compressing and expanding them as 
he pointed the tip toward the sand at their 
feet. 

A blast of air blew aside a little cloud of 
sand grains and Grimshaw huskily muttered: 

“L’ve got it!” 

So his next task was to fit his bellows in 
place beside the fire-basin. 

‘his may look like a heavier and bigger 
forge than we need,” he explained as he 
worked. ‘But by running up these outside 
walls with clay bricks, after we’ve finished 
our iron-working, I’m hoping to make a kiln 
where we can fire our pottery under forced 
draught. For the next things we’re going to 
need are pots and dishes. And if we have 
heat enough, after they’re fired, we can refire 
them with sand silicates and get a glaze on 
them. I want to get something we can 
safely cook in. And we'll need fair-sized 
storage crocks. But once we've got our ax, 
of course, we can make pails and tubs out ol 
wood.” 

“You mean you can,”’ corrected the girl, as 
she carefully pushed the burning boat 
timbers together, where the protruding nail 
ends showed her the harvest awaiting them. 

“You'll learn,” said Grimshaw, as he fash 
ioned a second basin of clay on the sand close 
beside his forge wall. This, when filled with 
water, was to serve as a tempering-basin. 

When he had finished this he gave his 
attention to Claire’s ash-pile, from which he 
rescued the liberated V of band-iron and 
found it to be slightly lighter than he had 
expected. From the ashes, however, he 
raked out thirty-three medium-sized nails, 
most of them bent, and five larger spikes. 
He announced, after a study of the latter, 
that from them he could make his companion 
a pair of scissors and two table knives, 
reserving one nail for himself. This, he sur- 
prised her by saying, he intended to beat 
out into a razor-blade, to be tempered in oil, 
when he had enough fat saved up for the 
purpose, and whetted on an oil-stone until 
he had given it the right cutting-edge. 


UT the morning had slipped away, as 

they worked, and they were compelled 
to stop and eat a hurried meal. Then they 
turned to firing a second kiln of charcoal, 
Grimshaw explaining that they must have 
an abundance of fuel to keep their metal hot, 
once they had begun to work it over on their 
anvil. 

His first difficulty, however, was to get 
the bolts free from the perforated band-iron, 
for the nuts, he found, were rusted tightly 
in place and he had no tool for unscrewing 
them. So he decided that he would first 
have to make and temper a chisel from one 
of these bolts, which he thought he could 
heat and cut in two by means of a sharp- 
edged stone. The latter he fashioned by 
taking a pointed flake of flint and lashing it 
at right-angle to a short stick, testing it with 
a hammer-blow or two to make sure it was 
strong enough for his purposes. 

When all was ready he filled his fire-basin 
with live coals, piled charcoal on top of them, 
and showed Claire how to work the pumping- 

(Continued on page 144) 











= o~ Mu @ | 


= 


———- 








—_— _=—h—C tir 








for NOVEMBER 1923 








No. 4711 | 
Bath Salts 


A bath in plain” water 
merely a wash. 


Add a spoonful of No. 4711 
Bath Salts and it is a dream of 
luxury set in a temple of per- 


fume. 


The water becomes very soft. 


the odor of it deli- 
cate and_ refreshing! 


No. 4711 is availabk 
in seven perfumes, at 
any counter where 
toilet orqutesse s of 
quality «re dispensed. 


Produced in U.S. A. 
by the makers of 
No. 4711 White Rose 
Glycerine Soap and 
No. 4711 Eau de 
Cologne. 


Mulhens & Kropff, Inc. 
25 W. 45th St. 
N. ¥.€. 




















GRAY HAIR 
BANISHED IN 


15 MINUTES 


After four years of use by hun 
dreds of thousands of the most 
discriminating women and by the 
leaders in the Hair-dressing Profes- 
sion, Inecto Rapid is more distinctly 
recognized as the ideal hair coloring 
thanever. By producing exactly the 
shade desired together with natural 
brilliant texture. it is without rival. 

Inecto Rapid is guaranteed to 
color naturally gray, faded or 
streaked hair in 15 minutes. The 
results are permanent and there are 
18 distinct shades, from radiant 
blonde to raven black. 

Inecto Rapid is harmless to the 
hair or its growth. It is unaffected 
by shampooing, su nshine, salt water, 
Turkish-or Russian baths. Never rubs 
off and does not prevent permanent 
waving or any o ther hair treatment 

In New York it is used in such 
ultra-fashionable _ shops. as_ Hotel 
Pennsylvania, Commodore, _ Bilt- 
more, W aldorf- Astoria, etc 

SEND NO MONEY 

Merely fill out the coupon and we 
will mail you full and interesting 
details including our Beauty Analy- 
sis Chart, enabling you to find the 
most becoming color for your hair. 


INECTO, Inc. 
Laboratories and Salons 
33-35 West 46th St., New York City, N.Y. 


INECTO, Inc. 
33-35 West 46th St., New York City 
Gentlemen:—Please send me gratis, 


full details of Inecto Rapid and_ the 
**Beauty Analysis Chart,’’ Form J-18. 
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Cf ORMAL Cf OOTWEAR 


—by O’Connor & Goldberg! 


Dainty and exciusive mod- 
els in a variety that will 
arouse the profound ad- 
miration of the footwear 
connoisseurs of America! 


(Illustrated ) 


one of the hundreds of new 
importations from the O-G 
Parisian Studios. Presented in 
plain gold and silver cloth with 
gold and silver Kid trim, $16.50 
Also gold and silver Kid, $18.50 


When in Chicago—visit the O-G Costume 
Bootery at 23 and 25 Madison, 
place of America’s Foremost Footwear Fashions 
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O’CONNOR & GOLDBERG 


Famed for Fashionable Footwear since 1903 
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Beyond a Doubt— 


the most beautiful woman 
¢ you know is beautiful be 
(# cause she is typically fem- 
inine. And to be typically 
feminine you must be free 
of every suggestion of mas- 


TOO 


C~* \ culinity-;every tiny un- 
AY wanted hair 
\ Infinitely Better 





—_ It is better, infinitely bet- 
&* ter, to eliminate your super- 

fluous hair by actually lifting 
out the roots with the hairs with ZIP 
(epilation) and in this way destroy the 
growth than to continue using ordinary 
sulphide depilatories which merely burn 
off surface hair and have the same effect 
as singeing or shaving, throwing the 
strength back into the roots. 


ZIP L'fts Does Not Pull Gut 


TOC IT 





Pulling hair out is entirely different 
than the action of ZIP in lifting the hairs 
out—hundreds in an instant, gently, 
quickly and painlessly. Indeed ZIP 
has found favor with specialists every 
where and is also rapidly replacing the 
electric needle 


Liquids and Creams 
Cannot Penetrate Hair Roots 


= 
There is no liquid or cream preparation A 
that can penetrate into the hair follicle ti 
and destroy hair roots. Epilation (the 3 
ZIP process) is the one method by which e 
the hair root is lifted out of the hair H 
follicle. It is the scientifically correct 
method because it does not stimulate 
rect growths but devitalizes and destroys 
them. 








ZIP is easily applied at home, pleas- 
ingly fragrant and absolutely harmless 
It leaves the skin soft and smooth, pores 
contracted, and like magic your skin 
becomes adorable. 


FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 


Ask for ZIP treatments at your 
Beauty Shop. 


Guaranteed on money-back basis 


Write for FREE BOOK, “Beauty's 
Greatest Secret,"" or call at my Salon to 
have FREE DEMONST RATION 


Specialist 


Dept. 429 562 Fifth Ave. 
(Entrance on 46th Si.) New York 


NOTE — Madame Berthe is the ONLY 
manufacturer of a suterfluous hair remedy 
who has specialized solely in superfluous 
hair treatments for 
eighteen vears. 
The merits of ZIP 
were thoroughly 

roven long 

fore ZIP was 
sold to the public 
in package form. 


ZIP is not a de- 


pilatory it is 
an epilator. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY ae 
Madame Berthe, Specialist, Dept. 429, 562 fifth Ave., N.Y. ¢. 


Please send me FREE BOOK, ** Beauty's Greatest 
Sheret, *” telling how to be beautiful. Also a FREE 
simple of your Maseave and Cleansing Cream. quar 
an ed orf to grow ha 

LEASE 3 PRINT YOUR NAME: 
Name.. ; 


Address . 
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May we nd you 
CANDLE GLOW,” an 
authoritative and inter- 
esting booklet on candle 
styles, lighting and 
decoration? 1 post- 
ar! request brings it. 





( cuidies! 
Dictated by Fashion and Good Taste 


The deepened tone of furniture, tapes- 
tries and rugs; the satiny glint of silverware 
and napery; the softening of harsh details 

’ everywhere—these are some of the et 

fajti ing effects you'll notice in the cane 
We7 living-room, dining-room, boudoir, on 9 Ww 
or reception hall. 

Not only do candles constitute a mos* 
important note in modern decorative and 
lighting schemes, but the smart hostess finds 
them a most valuable aid to successful enter- 
taining. 

In candles be sure of two things: Cor- 
rectness and quality. You'll make no mis- 
take with Atlantic Candles. They’re widely 
known for their authoritative styles, deep- 
set colorings, purity of materials and unsur- 
passed workmanship. Atlantic Candles 
burn down evenly in dripless “cup” form, 
with a flame that is flickerless, smokeles; 
and odorless. 

Atlantic Candles, labeled as a mark of 
quality, come in all the wanted shapes, sizes 
and colorings. Hand-dipped and moulded. 
Dealers who keep up with progress have 
them. 

THE ATLANTIC REFINING COMPANY 
PHILADELPHIA 


ATLANTIC 


CANDLES 
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lever so as to supply a continuous forced 
draught. When the forge became an incan- 
descent mass of coals he thrust into it the 
end of his band-iron. 

Sooner even than she had expected the girl 
beheld the edges of the metal turn red, 
beheld it brighten to a cherry glow. She saw 
her companion take it from the forge, bed it 
securely on his stone anvil, and by holding 
his flint-chisel across one of the glowing 
bolts, pound off its head. Then, resorting 
to his slate-tongs, he lifted the freed bolt 
back into the forge-coals, re-heated it, 
restored it to his anvil, and with studied 
blows from his square-headed stone hammer 
flattened and pointed one end. Seeing‘ it was 
impossible to draw it to a sufficiently fine cut- 
ting edge with his rough hammer, he once 
more heated his stub of metal, ground down 
the point with a slab of sandstone while it 
was still incandescent, and plunged it hissing 
into the water-basin beside the forge. 

When it had cooled there he took it up 
again, polis hed its cutting-edge on a larger 
piece of sandstone, and with a smile of 
triumph handed it silently to the watching 
girl, who stared at it with curious eyes, 
weighing it in her wondering fingers and 
testing its edge against the palm of her hand. 

‘And that’s only the beginning,” asserted 
her companion as he made ready to go on 
with his work. Claire, pumping dutifully on 
the bellows-lever, saw him cut the glowing 
band-iron into desired lengths, chisel free the 
the remaining bolts, re-heat two of the larger 
portions, and gradually shape the incandes- 
cent mass into the rough semblance of a 
long-bladed knife. 

It was not easy to do, and once the brittle 
point of his tongs broke off and had to be 
replaced by a heavier slab of slate. He had 
to stop, too, to fashion one of his precious 
spikes into a metal punch, to make holes in 
the hot metal haft over which a heavier horn 
handle might be riveted. And even when 
he had gone as far as he was able with his 
smithy work, and had straightened and ground 
and tempered his tapering blade, it took a 
disheartening amount of grinding to reduce 
it to a satisfactory cutting edge. But 
gradually the hollows vanished from the 
hamme ‘red metal and the long blade took on 
the polish of completion. Even the contem- 
plation of it, as Grimshaw stood with his 
prize balanced in his blackened hand, seemed 
to go to his head, like wine, and he turned 
exulltantly back to his work. 


HILE his metal for the ax was heating 

he drew out two of the smaller nails 
into sewing-awls, fashioning them so they 
could be later fitted with handles of polished 
bone. Then he turned to the making of 
fish-hooks. Finding that he could not work 
his metal wires fine enough with his stone 
hammer, he lashed his flat-topped steel 
chisel to a handle and used that for turning 
the points and welding a rough barb on their 
ends. These, after perforating the stems 
with one of his new awls and tempering by 
immersing red-hot in the cooling-basin, he 
placed to one side for later polishing and 
sharpening by hand. And, by the time he 
had shaped a dozen arrow-points, the metal for 
his ax was ready for the anvil. 

It was the making of the ax-head, however, 
that gave him the greatest amount of trouble, 
for here Grimshaw had to face not mere shap- 
ing of hot metal, but its actual welding 
together. He was compelled, in the first 
place, to keep a careful watch on the fire, 
so that his metal would come from it in a 
pasty condition but not over-oxidized by 
too much heat. He had also to make sure 
that his joints were free from scale or ash, 
and in uniting his semi-fused fragments it 
was necessary to see that the direction of the 
fiber was so arranged as to secure the maxi- 
mum amount of strength. Being without 
borax to use as a flux, he had to resort to the 
expedient of sprinkling his joints with fine 
sand. And with all his care it was a rough- 
looking thing when he had finished. 

Yet, when he took it from the cooling-basin, 
he studied it with a satisfied eye. 

It’s nothing to be proud of,” he admitted 
to his helper. ‘‘ But we can grind it into shape 
at our leisure. It will never be hard enough 
to keep a permanent edge, I’m afraid, but 
with it I can always carry a whetstone for 
pointing it up again. And when I attach it 
to a good stout handle, to-morrow, it will 


fell any tree in this forest _and shape any 
timber we are able to carry. 
Then he noticed, for the first time, that 


the sun had dropped down behind the 


pointed firs and day had vanished as he 
worked. So once more they were compelled 
to stop and eat. 

Grimshaw took up his long hunting-knife, 
smiled down at it contentedly, and with it 
proceeded to slice thin cutlets of moose-meat. 
These Claire broiled over the coals. 

They consumed their cutlets and what was 
left of their berries and bulrush bulbs, washed 
down with spring water. 

“This is the last day we'll have to stick 
to an Indian diet like this,” announce: 
Grimshaw as he inspected their bare bark 
platters. “After this we are going to select 
our fish ae game and waterfowl, and we're 
also going to have a little more variety in our 
diet. As soon as I can get my pottery made, 
in fact, we'll have hot tea with our meals.”’ 

“Ordered up from the corner grocery,” 
suggested Claire, accepting his last state- 
ment as of purely ironic intent. 

“No, gathered here in the wilderness,” 
explained the other. ‘‘Labrador tea grows 
thick in our muskegs, and I’ve known Ceylon 
that tasted worse. And even roasted dande- 
lion-roots make a fairly palatable beverage, 
though I suppose we ought to call it coffee 
rather than tea. Some Indians use spicebush 
for tea and the Crees have always steeped 
green willow bark in hot water and drunk it 
with zest. And it was a nice instinct drove 
them to it, since a decoction of green bark 
like that was the one thing healthful for a 
race of steady meat-eaters. 

Claire did not answer him, for the twilight 
silence was broken by the prolonged and dis- 
mal howling of a wolf. Grimshaw noticed 
her face shadow at the sound. But he forced 
a laugh as he looked out over the hills. 

‘**And before the week’s over, O Seeker of 
Carrion, we'll be tanning your hide in one of 
our stretching-frames,’”’ he called out across 
the darkening hills. But the sound seemed 
to remind him that he still had work to do. 
For he rose to his feet, threw a prodigal amount 
of fresh wood on the fire, and replenished the 
banked coals of his forge. 

“While we're at it,” he announced, “I 
want to get your spear-head made. When 
our fire burns up here it will give enough 
light to work by. And once you've got a 
good spear with a seven-foot shaft you'll know 
you're protected from prowlers like that.”’ 

So he set to work, marshaling what was 
left of his larger pieces of metal and selecting 
the likeliest portion for the spear. But by 
the time the fire-basin had been pumped up 
into a white bed of coals, and the metal had 
been heated until it threw off a shower of 
sparks under the hammer-blows of the hairy- 
faced man in the ragged wattled tunic 
smeared with ashes and scorched with flame, 
night had deepened about them. 


LAIRE, as she stood at the bellows-lever 

and studied the uncouth figure bent over 
the uncouth stone anvil, was prompted to 
think of him as a prehistoric Vulcan adven- 
turing along earth’s earliest paths in metal- 
working. She did not know whether it arose 
from sheer physical weariness, or from some- 
thing profounder, but as she abstractedly 
inspected that swart figure intent on his 
labor he took on a ghostly air of pathos, an 
aura of wistfulness, which she found it hard 
to understand. 

“Tt seems odd,” she said as they rested 
beside their fire that midnight, ‘“‘but you've 
never told me anything about yourself.” 

**We don’t seem to have had much time for 
going into those things,” he acknowledged 
with a none too encouraging curtness of tone. 

“What is your name?” she asked with 
cool deliberation. ‘“‘ Your name beside Grim- 
shaw?” 

‘“*Shomer,”’ he told her. 

‘Are you married?” she next inquired, 
iia deliberate. 

‘*No,” was his prompt retort. 

“But things must have happened to you,” 
she persisted, “things of importance. Surely 
there’s something worth mentioning or know- 
ing out of your past?’ 

Grimshaw leaned forward to bank his fire. 
His movements, as he did so, seemed to take 
on a touch of the symbolic. 

“We have no pasts, out here,” 
he said. 


was all 


(To be continued in the December number) 


oe 


St. Moritz and its winter sports and the clothes that will be 


worn for these winter sports- 


that is the alluring subject of 


Baron de Meyer's article in the December Harper’s Bazar. 
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36 West 50th Street 
New York City 


gq ADRIENNE 
An Evening Slipper 


vogue and verily one may 

discover the daintiest 
of them ia the new French 
Bootery Models. 


"apse are quite the 


q The Adrienne pictured above 
in Gold or Silver Brocade, $18.50 
In Black Satin - - - - 16.00 





The New Fancies in French Footwear 
for Fall are Illustrated in our Style 
Series V Mailed on Request. 


PROMPT AND EXACTING 
ATTENTION TO MAIL ORDERS 


The French Bootery, Inc. 
36 West 50th St., New York City 


“‘On Footwear’s Fashion Street” 

















Trade Mark Reg. 


SATINY UNDERARMS! 


TSE Mi-Rita Superfluous Hair 
Remover and wear your fash- 
ionable frocks with the poise that 
can only come from the knowledge 
that your arms are white and 
smooth all over. 

Mi-Rita is a scientific prepara- 
tion endorsed by physicians. It is 
the result of 26 years’ experience 
in perfecting a product which will 
actually take out the roots of 
superfluous hair and destroy its 
growth, without injuring the most 
delicate skin. Easy to apply and 
can be used successfully at home 
on face or b« dy 2 

Mi-Rita Hair Remover is one of 
the 14 Mi-Rita toilet preparations 
which women have found such 
efficacious aids to beauty. 

\mong others are Mi-Rita Skin 
Food, Tissue Builder, Astringent 
and Whitening Lotion, Skin Re- 
juvenator, Hair Restorer, etc. 


Write for free Beauty Booklet 


DR. MARGARET RUPPERT 
1112-14 Chestnut St., Dept. 13 
Philadelphia, Pa., U.S. A. 









































your ‘Personality— 


& your Perfume 


N UNUSUAL TEST:—You know that your handwriting 
expresses your individuality. As you select a gown or a hat 
that harmonizes with your type of beauty, you should select 
a perfume fitting and enhancing your personality and charm. 


Our graphological and perfume expert will analyze your 
handwriting and select from our complete 
range of rare Gueldy odeurs the one which 
is best fitted to your individuality. With- 
out question, the odeurs of the French 
House of Gueldy are the finest, most 
subtle, original and delicately alluring that 
have ever been offered to the fastidious 
American woman. 


Send us a few words in your handwriting, 
with one dollar (cash or money order). 
You will receive, after careful analysis, a 
Gueldy ‘' French Miniature” containing 
the rare fragrance that has been especially 
selected for you. Thereafter this same 
odeur may be procured in any size flacon 

at your dealer. 
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> model illustrated is 
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i Ask for them BY NAME 
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Department Stores 
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Al Manufacturers of 


Girlish-Form”’ Brassieres 


G. M. POIX, Inc., 100 Seventh Avenue 
Brooklyn, N.Y 
Gentlemen: 

Kindly send me your FREE Style Booxlet, 
“The Loveliness of Milady ” 
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New FREE Style 
js foley. a(t a tele aya 
of Dealers 
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Albrecht Furs 


SANT — LSS _—_—amESOTA 


» > } ¥ ri 
c fer ‘ ur 
Bu K Pus IDENTIFIES THE ONLY 
FURS SOLD UNDER THE SEALED REGIS 
TRATION PLAN 


Lhe Finest 
Christmas Gift 


LBRECHT FURS 


have been nation- 





ally known and = appre- 
ciated for sixty-eight years 
as Furs of quality, very 
reasonably priced. The 
smarter new modes in 
these fine Furs are very 
beautiful—every woman 
of fashion will wish to see 
them, illustrated in our 


book— 


FUR FACTS 
AND FASHIONS 


It shows all of the newer fash- 
ions and gives invaluable in- 
formation about furs—their 
wearing qualities—how to tell 
imitations from the real—and 
the true names and trade names 
of all furs. It gives full details 
of the sealed registration plan 
which fully protects you in 
buying furs. Send roc for this 
book No. 162 


D nore i y BI SURE THE ALBRECHT 
iy Registered BUI ncn sean saan 


TIFICATE IS SEALED ON THE FUR YOU BUY 


E. ALBRECHT & SON 


Sixth at Minnesota, St. Pau!, Minnesota 
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| 

















Xt 





146 


— Is 


-or this — 


Do you 


Do the 


Is there a 
“crepy” 


corners of 


ywwant it 


bur Shroat 









like this & 


like this / 


cruel little 


torture you any longer 


| can make your skin smooth 


ind strengthe ving muscles. | can 


n those tired sag 


your 


“droop” 
look to your skin? 


muscles on 


—are the 
either side of your face beginning to relax? 


mouth droop 


under your chin? Is there a 
Don’t let these insistent symptoms 


I can lift 
that horrid 


and firm! 
take away 


and clear 


inderchin look—and by the proper application of the right preparations lift 


e whole 


contour, 


My Special Representatives: 


New York, N. Y. 
B. ALTMAN « CO 
STERN Bros 
Logp & TAYLOR 


Boston, Mass. 
Evizapetu EvLts- 
WORTH 


Providence, R. 1. 
THE SHEPARD 
COMPANY 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Joun WANAMAKER 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 
K AUFMANN’S 


Baltimore, Md. 
O NBILL'S 


Richmond, Va. 
Mitcer & RHOADS, 
Inc 


Norfolk, Va. 
smith & WELTON 


Lynchburg, Va. 
CLAIBORNE DruG 
Co 


Memphis, Tenn. 
B. LOWENSTEIN & 
Bros 


Chattanooga, 
Tenn. , 
Mitter Bros. Co 

Chicago, Il. 
MANDEL Bros. 


Detroit, Mich. 
ScHETTLER'S DruG 
STORES 


Cotumbus, Ohio 
THe Morenotse- 
MARTENS Co 


Atlanta, Ga. 
CHAS. A. SMITH 


New Orleans, La. 
) ., HOLMES 


Co., Ltp 
inftenapette. Ind. 
Ayres & Co 


shaky Ind. 
QUALITY SHOP 
South Bend, Ind. 
ROBERTSON 
BRoTHERS Co 
Kansas City, Mo. 
UNION STATION 
DruG STORE 
Oklahoma City, 
Okla. 


RORABAUGH- 
BROWN 
Davenport, lowa 
SUSAN SMITH 
Topeka, Kans. 
Crossy Bros 
Denver, Colo. 
A. T. Lewts & Sox 
San Francisco, Cal. 
RAPHAEL WEILL & 
Co 
Los Angin. Cal. 
N CLOAK & 
su 1T House 
Tulsa, Okla. 
Hunt's Dept 
STORE 
San Antonio, Tex. 
Joske Bros 
Fort Worth, Texas 
J. C. STRIPLING 
Co 
Begument. Tex. 
THe ROSENTHAL 
Dry Goops Co 
Omaha, Nebr. 
THe LINGERIE 
SHOP 
Sioux Falls, S. Dak. 
CARPENTER Horet 
PHARMACY 


or order direct from Dorothy Gra 
‘ost para 


making you 


look vears 





SEND FOR BOOKLET Tie storys 


uinger 


What Preparations Do You 
Need Immediately? 


To Correct the Droop Under the Chin—Dorot/ 
Gray's Russian Astringent Cream—tightens the ski 
without drying it. $3 and $5.50. 


For Relaxed, Lifeless, Sallow, Shriveled Skin 
Dorothy Gray's Circulation Ointment—brings th« 
natural color into the cheeks. $3.25 and $6. 


For Wrinkles about Eyes—JDorothy Gray's Pour 
La Patte d’'Vie—an unusual paste for removing 
vrinkles about the eyes and strengthening tissues. 
Firmly adhesive during sleep. $1.50 and $4 


For Thin Faces—Dorothy Gray's Special Skin Pood 
makes a thin face round and youthful and fill 
mut the hollows. $1 and $1.75. 


For Over-sensitive and Dry Skins — Dorothy 
Gray's Tissue Cream—a skin food that will not 
fatten the face but gives a dry skin the necessary 
nourishment. $1 and $1.75. 


For Cleansing the Pores—Dorothy Gray's Cleaning 
Cream—mi ~ s the skin smooth and velvety. 
$1.00, $1.75 and $2.50. 


For Enlarged Pores—Dorothy Gray's Orange Flower 
Toni refines the texture of the skin and whitens 
ind brightens the color. Fine for puffiness under 
he eyes. $.85 and $1.75. 

For Oily Skin and Shiny Nose—Dorothy Gray's 
Russian Astringent tightens relaxed muscles 
Corrects a moist and oily skin. $3. 


For Summer's Tan—Dorothy Gray's Russian Bleach 
( oy 2 removes tan and freckles and bleaches 
tl ands For more stubborn discolorations 

Ha 1 Bleac h ‘Ointment. $3. 








iInx 
Powders—for every variety of ‘skin. 


linging, deliciously scented. 
+h 
he 


Impalpable 
All shades, including 
violet and green that Paris wears at night 
Moisture proof—healing, protective to the skir 
$1.50 and $3. 


of Dorothy Gray,’ with complete 
list of preparations for Correcting Relaxed 





and 





Skin 


FIFTH AVENUE 


Flabby Muscles, 
. A Dry Skin 


749 





Double Chin, Bleach Treatment 


Blackheads and Enl 


New 


How to Correct an Oily 
treed Pores 


Atlantic City 
1643 Boardwalk 


OTR 4. 
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of ts to have a 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


The first thing any human being does 
in Havana after donning that typical 


evcktul.” 


THE CUBAN RIVIERA 


By HENRY 


Tilustrated by 


T is possible 
I you have been 

vaguely class- 
ing Cuba in your 
mind with the tor- 
rid “banana re- 
publics.” If so, it 
will come upon you 
with a thrill as you 
enter Havana that 
the city is per- 
vaded by a throb- 
bing life and a 
strangely blended 
unfamiliar charm 
of its own. 

The narrow, 
winding Continen- 
tal streets, piquant 
with odors and colors through which your 
Ford taxi goes madly, gladly dashing; the 
open spaces; the ivory-tinted buildings here 
and there in the style of New York; the glis- 
tening palm trees—all combine to produce a 
highly accurate instantaneous impression 
that holds true to the end. Havana is a 

tropical city, European, yet Americanized. 
‘Hang it all,” you cry, “why this is a 
country!" 

Yes, it is a country; but the full realization 
of that doesn’t come to you until you have 
found your hotel, clad yourself in summer rai- 
ment, and you step out into the Prado or the 
Parque Central. Then you come to a de- 
lighted apprehension of one certain fact: 
that Cuba—Havana—was by an inscrutable 
but not unkindly Providence created for holi- 
day-making. That some fifty hours or so 
from Broadway this same Providence had in- 
dulgently planted a veritable Riviera for your 
delectation. 

Ihe sun shines with a brilliance such as 
you have never seen, except in the tropics. 
The sky is so overpoweringly blue and cloud- 
less, the light so dazzling, that for a brief 
space your eye is humbled. And the air of 
Havana, always freshened by a delicious 
breeze from the sea, is filled with that price- 
less, rarely attainable quality—the holiday 





spirit. 
* The holiday spirit!” I hear you repeating 
bitterly. “If that is really there, then Pussy- 


foot Johnson, or somebody like that will be 
sure to kill it!” 

Well, they won't kill it. And presently I'll 
show you why they won't. 

HE first thing any human being does in 
Havana after donning that typical rai- 

ment I spoke of is to have a cocktail. One 
may say with reasonable accuracy that it is 
always cocktail time in Havana. There are 
nearly fifty-seven varieties of that arrange- 
ment in Cuba and life is brief. Every bar- 
tender there is a mathematician and a student 
of the theory of relativity. On Saturdays and 
on the eve of holidays the American news- 
papers in Havana print a list of the new dis- 
coveries in the science of cocktails announced 
y . Charlie and Eddie of the Sevilla bar. Some 
lay the University of Havana will confer high 
pw upon these boys. The wealth of their 
combinations would tickle Dr. Einstein. 

The patios of the big American hotels, off 


JAMES 


John 


FORMAN 


Meld, Jr. 


pond main lobbies, open to the always azure 

fringed by numerous little tables, shad- 
a by palms, blooming plants, or great 
umbrellas, form a peculiarly halcyon environ- 
ment for the study of relativity. The match- 
less air of tropical leisure descends upon you 
from that uncompromising sky, every sight 
and sound invites to ease, and the dark- 
faced Cuban gentlemen who drop in for their 
midday apéritif gaze at you affably across 
pools of tranquillity as if to say: “Can you 
match this in your own country?” 

The answering gaze is humble, but j joyously 
eloquent. After which you have lunch. 

After lunch almost everybody goes to the 
races. 

The races in Havana are somewhat as the 
races in Kentucky used to be, only more so. 
Literally every one goes to them sooner or 
later and gene rally before that. They are an 
institution for which Cuba is more grateful 
to America than for its independence. For 
the races not only provide exciting entertain- 
ment but also an opportunity for betting. 
Any Cuban, almost, would rather bet than 
cat. And frequently he has to omit the latter 
sport because he has indulged in the former. 
A Cuban of whatever degree will bet on any- 
thing. And republican though he is, the sport 
of kings is peculiarly alluring to him. It 
comes the nearest to and takes the place of the 
bull-fight, which out of deference to Uncle 
Sam, has been abolished. 


N speaking of Cubans, I do not mean 

merely clerks and cab-drivers. By whole 
families they turn out to Oriental Park, and 
on Sundays the crowds are enormous. From 
the luxurious terraces of the Jockey Club to 
the farthest corner of the bleachers, every 
seat is filled. And José, aged five, and Juan- 
ita, aged nine, are fully as absorbed and 
excited as their elder sisters and brothers and 
their fathers and mothers. 

The caballos are messengers to the goddess 
Fortune, and any hammer-head among them 
may bring home a sixty to one shot. It ~ 
happened on ordinary days, so why may 
not happen again on so auspicious a holiday 
as Palm Sunday? 

Abolish the races in Havana? Well, the 
attempt might be made. But revolutions 
have happened from far less irritating causes. 

It has entered into the very blood of 
Havana, that race-track. And let no one 
imagine it is a slipshod affair of Caribbean 
dinginess. It is one of the finest tracks in the 
world, and the park itself is alluring as only 
a tropical tract of that sort can be. In the 
season, that is from November to March, it 
compares in a display of frills and fashion 
with Longchamps. The Jockey Club terrace 
and the grand-stand bloom with millinery and 
frocks as the oval below blossoms with flowers. 
A homely touch is added by a vegetable 
garden laid out on model lines in one section 
of the luxuriant oval, and thus the restaurant 
of the Jockey Club is able to serve its own 
vegetables grown before your eyes. 

The horses run, the vegetables grow, the 


ice clinks in the glasses, and Havana society, 

partly native, but mostly American, circu- 

lates among the tables on the terrace and 
(Continued on page 148) 








\ | 














for NOVEMBER 1923 





F YOU ENTERTAIN — or just 

want Good Things to Eat— 

you will find excellent suggestions in 
every copy of 


American Cookery 


A Household Magazine which tells 
you how to make and serve 


‘*Waldorf Salad’’ 

‘‘Planked Steak’’ 

‘‘Chicken a la King’’ 
‘*Thousand Island Salad Dressing” 


How to select and cook your 
favorite dish, how to serve it and 
what to serve with it; forty or fifty 
choice and timely recipes in each 
number, many of them illustrated. 





“Waldorf Salad” 


*“AMERICAN CooKERY” also gives 
menus for every possible occasion. 
Formal and Informal Dinners, Lun- 
cheons, Wedding Receptions, Card 
Parties, Sunday Night Suppers, 
etc., etc. 

If you have a family you need 

this Magazine, for using it will help 
you to set a better table for less 
money. 
SEND us One Dollar (check, money order, 
bill or stamps) and we will send vou eight 
numbers of AMERICAN COOKERY, 
starting with the November number,which 
contains recipe and directions for ‘* Waldorf 
Salad” as served in a leading hotel, as 
well as Menus, recipes, and directions for 
Thanksgiving Dinners. Address 


AMERICAN COOKERY 


221 Columbus Avenue 
Beston, Mass. 
































The Winter Vogues 
Slenderized 
for Stout Women 


Aecarune only the accred- 

ited modes Lane Bryant’s 
adaptations invest the Stout 
Woman with dignity of bearing 
and with true fashion distinction. 


Outerwear Underwear 
Millinery Furs Shoes 


If unable to visit any of our stores, 
write to Dept. K2 for new Style Book 


fane Bryant 


26 W. 39th St., 21 W. 38th St., New York 
Hanover Place, nr. Fulton St., B’klyn 
CHICAGO DETROIT 


Washington cor. Wabash 1452 Farmer St. 

















| 


A Dolly Madison Bed | 
Spread Beautifies the 
Entire Room 


Its quaintly charming pat- 
tern creates a new atmos- 
phere. Dolly Madison 
Crinkle Cloth is so dis- 
tinctive, so rich, so deco- 
rative ! 

And to make the effect 
complete, use draperies, 
bureauscarfs, lampshades, 
etc., of the same Dolly 
Madison Crinkle Cloth. 
Then you'll have a bed- 


room that’s a picture. 





As a unique and beautiful 

Christmas gift, a Dolly 

Madison Bed Spread can- 

not be . ainty 

at the better stores. If your deal- 1 wi In “* 
er can’t supply you, send us his color combinations, they 
} 


Dolly Madison Spreads are sold 


name. Illustrated booklet on do not muss or lose their 
request. crinkle after washing, and 
no ironing is required. 


GEORGE ROYLE & CO. 


Manufacturers 


Send 25c for Doll’s Bed 
Frankford, - Philadelphia | 


Spread, size 10’ x 14!’. 


















Sees ee ecres”  MIMR), Se eo 
DOLLY §) MADISON 
Bed Spreads and Sets and 
Decorative Material to Match 

















Lessons 
In Auction Bridge 


Shepard’s Studio, the only College of Auction Bridge, 
offers you a simple, clear and scientific exposition of 
the principles that govern correct bidding and playing 
of the most fascinating of all card games. 

Our thorough course of instruction will take you 
through the elementary steps and methodically 
develop your playing so that you may fully understand and enjoy the game 
that holds undisputed place as the favorite of modern society. 


12 LESSONS BY MAIL, $10.00 


Prepared by our faculty consisting of five of the most highly rated experts | 
in the country 


We also instruct individuals or classes of any number, either at our class rooms 
or at clubs or residences anywhere. 
Expert supervisors and lecturers furnished for large public or private functions. 
Address all mail to The President, 


SHEPARD’S STUDIO, INC., 20 West 54th Street, New York City 
Expert Analysis and Instruction, Auction Bridge, Mah Jong or Pung Chow. Authors, Text Book, “Auction To Win.” 














“Why Have Gray or Faded Hair } 





L SWADES FROM BLACK TO BLOWN 


<Beauty that Htracts ©! 
is Marred by Gray Harr ee 


B. Paul’s Henna makesit so easy to restore the natural 
color to gray or faded hair that it is needless to try and 
hide the — locks. Enables anyone to easily, daintily 
restore the color to gray or faded hair. Absolutely 
harmless. Composed pulverized Henna and Herbs. 
Unaffected by perspiration, salt water bathing, 
revious dyes, hair tonics, oils or shampoos. Makes 
air soft fluffy, with lustrous lights of youth. 14 
shades. Postpaid, $1.60. 
BLONDE HENNA FOR LIGHTENING HAIR 
THAT HAS GROWN DARK, $2.25 POSTPAID 


Sales Office and Application Parlor 
B PAUL Hair Coloring Specialist 
le 21 West 39th Street, New York, N. Y. 
For Sale by All Drug and Depart- 
ment Stores Everywhere 











yak 4, 


|, “= B. PAUL'S HENNA: 
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A New-Type Corset 
of Exceeding Comfort 


Thousands of women are now 


wearing this new-type corset 
for the first time. Women who dis- 
carded corsets have found even greater 
comfort with it than without any 
corsets. Its name is La Camille— 
remember it. 


Famed for Comfort 


La Camille is justly known as “the 
most comfortable corset in the world.” 
Women who have always worn corsets 
and the thousands of women who have 
— resumed them both agree to this 
act. 


La Camille has a row of rectangular 
apertures, following the natural curve 
of the spine. These permit a natural 
“breathing” action with every bodily 
movement. This constant, yet imper- 
ceptible flow of outside air keeps bodily 
temperature constant, prevents ad- 
hesion, and, consequently, the binding 
and chafing caused by adhesion. 


And so that comfort might be within 
reach of every woman, we have priced 
our new-type corset as low as $3! 


A FREE BOOK Especially for 
Your Daughter to Read 


It would astonish women to learn what happens to the 
uncorseted figure. Our investigation uncovered many 
startling things. These facts are in a free book called 
“ PRESERVATION OF BEAUTY.” It tells of certain 
discoveries which everyone should know—especially 
the younger women. rite for it now. 


INTERNATIONAL CORSET CO. 
Aurora, Illinois 


a, (Camille 


“THE CORSET THAT BREATHES” 
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When Wrinkles Begin 
Sh 


to ow 


One of the most successful of 
the famous Institut de 
Beauté treatments is for the 
prevention and smoothing out 
of wrinkles o woman dares 
neglect these telltale marks 
that are as often the result of 
lack of care as they are of 
passing years Ask at the 
Institut de Beauté counter 
how to get rid of these em par- 
rassing wrinkles. 





Blackheads Can Be 
Banished 


Many women have almost 
despaired of getting rid of 
these foes to beauty. Very 
often women have tried 
method after method of getting 
rid of these disfiguring blem- 
ishes, only to find them com- 
ing back again, worse than 
ever. The famous treatment 
of the Institut de Beauté for 
Blackheads and Enlarged 
Pores has been remarkably 
successful. Ask to have it 
explained to you. 


O® 
yy  <S 


vd 
No Matter How Many 
Freckles 


You have, they can be re- 
moved, or made so inconspic- 
uous that they will not mar 
the lovely evenness of your 
skin. A remarkable treat- 
ment for freckles has been 
worked out by the experts of 
the Institut de Beauté. You 
should learn all about it at 
once. Ask at your nearest 
institut de Beauté counter 
or write us 









‘At What Age 


is a Woman’s Greatest Charm? 


RE you one of those women who 
have about given up the quest 
of beauty? Have the years left you 
feeling that it is no use trying to pre- 
serve your youthful charm? Famous 
poets and writers all agree that a 
woman’s greatest natural charm 
often comes after she is forty, but she 
must learn to overcome the marks 
that time seeks to leave on her skin. 
Would you like to know how some of 
Europe’s most beautiful women keep 
the glow and charm of youth, and 
conquer every blemish that threatens 
to mar their attractiveness? 


Remarkable Beauty Secrets 
Open to You 


For over a generation, the famous 
beauty treatments of the Institut de 
Beauté have been the exclusive pos- 
session of Europe’s fashionable world. 
Now, for the first time, they have been 
brought to America, and you can use 
these famous preparations, and real- 
ize their remarkable results for your- 
self. 

At the leading stores in New York City you 
will find these treatments explained and 
demonstrated, so that you, too, can experience 
the touch of youth and beauty they give the 
user. If your dealer does not carry these 
famous preparations write our New York 
office, shown below, for full particulars. 


INSTITUT pe BEAUTE 


24 Place Vendome, Paris, France 
These famous preparations are distributed in 
the United States only by 


GUY T. GIBSON, Inc. 
565 Fifth Avenue New York 
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“The chauffeur steps on the gas, sounds his 
\ horn, and his car is converted into a wild 
\ os . . - . > 
= spirit clipping off forty or fifty miles an hour.” 


THE CUBAN RIVIERA 


Henry 


James Forman’s 


Article 


(Continued from page 146) 


visits. The Cuban magnates, mostly of 
American origin or education, exchange views 
on the banking situation and the sugar crop. 
The ladies smile and exhibit next summer's 
fashions. And beneath the grand-stand the 
mutuals at their betting machines and the 
bookmakers at their stalls are roaringly busy 
—busy as bookmakers. 

I don’t know why tropical places should be 
devoid of speed laws, but the dolce-far-niente 
spirit of tropical chauffeurs seems to take a 
peculiar, intoxicating delight in making an 
inanimate machine do his hurrying for him. 
He steps on the gas, sounds his horn and his 
car is converted into a wild spirit clipping off 
forty or fifty miles an hour down beautifully 
paved streets, through the Vedado, along mag- 
nificent boulevards, set out with palm trees, 
croton bushes, and the ubiquitous flaming 
hibiscus. Before you have time to catch 
your breath you are sweeping down the 
Malicon along the Gulf of Mexico, a body of 
water that understands what color means, 
and there is old Morro again, and the Prado 
—and your hotel. 


PERHAPS there is dancing on the tiled 
floor of the patio. Young men in Palm 
Beach suits, and girls and women in the light- 
est of confections, sway rhythmically on 
trivial portions of the tiles, the while the 
band plays languorously on. 

“That couple could dance on a dime,” you 
hear somebody say. Perhaps they could. 
It’s quite pretty—though absurd. But here 
come the cocktails. 

“Any luck at the races?” a friend pauses 
to inquire. 

“Ah, no, old dear. I backed Muskrat and 
the stable. We all went down to defeat to- 
gether. I say, have you tried the el presi- 
dente? Greatest comforter in the Spanish 
Main Street.” 

“Oh, as for that, I have tried them all. 
But—-since you lost on Muskrat why not make 
it up to-night at Jai Alai? I think I can get 
a box.” 

And so all go to Jai Alai, pronounced high- 
ally. Jai Alai is the most exciting of all indoor 
games. It is more exciting even than base- 
ball and is played in a sort of gigantic square 
or hand-ball court. Two, four, or six players 
participate, evenly divided on opposing sides. 
Every player wears a claw-shaped basket 
strapped to his hand and with one sweep of 


that hollow claw, with a dexterity that at 
times seems miraculous, he at once catches 
the ball and returns it against the farther wall 
of the three-sided court. The fourth side of 
the court is the auditorium, or spectatorium, 
or whatever you choose to call it—the re- 
porter’s “‘sea of faces,” that gathers every 
night to watch, to cheer hoarsely, to go into 
ecstasies—and to bet. Betting commissions 
circulate among the spectators and a riot of 
betting continues endlessly, even without the 
aid of commissioners. They bet on favorite 
sides, on the Blues or Whites, on favorite 
players, on points, in endless details and tech- 
nicalities. General Leonard Wood, when he 
was administrating Cuba, became deeply in- 
terested in the national game, and, no doubt 
to help suppress bull-fighting, he appeared in 
it himself. At all events, there is in existence 
a photograph of four players grouped on a 
Jai Alai court with General Wood as one of 
the four. 

It is notable that few Cuban ladies ever 
allow themselves to be seen at Jai Alai. 
But practically every American or European 
woman visiting Cuba may be seen at one time 
or another in the long row of boxes facing the 
court. 

And indeed there is no more reason against 
attending a game of Jai Alai than there is 
against watching a baseball game or a football 
match. 

The game is over sometime between eleven 
and midnight. People in the boxes whisper 
a call across to one another 

“What are you going to do with your 
evening?” 

“Twenty past eleven—too late to watch 
the sunset,’’ some one observes, “but there, 
sure enough, is the evening before us. What’s 
the matter with going to the Casino?” 


APPY thought! There is always the 
Casino. The Casino de la Playa of Hav- 
ana is the nearest approach in this hemisphere 
to the Casino at Monte Carlo. And though it 
does not quite match the great gambling 
house of the Azure Coast, it is no mean imi- 
tation. For the one on the Mediterranean is a 
Casino, with a whole city, a whole princi- 
pality built, as it were, round it. The Havana 
Casino is a very recent institution—only a 
few years old. 
But if you venture to make some comparison 
(Continued on page 150) 
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In the past quar- 
ter century, the 
methods of dia- 
mond cutting and 
mounting have 
entirely changed. 
“Old mine cut” 
diamonds have 
given way to the 
more perfect ex- 
amples of the 
lapidary's art of 
to-day and gold 
mountings with a 
thin layer of plati- 
num are of the 
tast.Intheir 
place is the real 
platinum—a 
metal which adds 
even greater beau- 
ty to the brilliant 
diamond. 


e-created— 


yet retaining its original charm 


OW often have you planned to take some 

particularly fine piece of old jewelry—a brooch, 
a ring or pin—and have it remounted to be more in 
keeping with the present mode? 
We, with over half-a-century’s experience, respect 
the value of the sentiment of such pieces and in the 
re-creation retain that subtle quality which 
prompted the first owner to purchase and cherish 
it. The style and form changes but the charm 
remains. 


This work is often surprisingly reasonable in cost. 
Re-created jewelry of this type makes a truly sur- 
prising Christmas gift. It is not too early to have 
it done this month for “‘superior workmanship 
takes time.” 





Another unusual gift is pearls for adding 
to necklaces. You will find our years o 
experience of invaluable help to you. 
Estimates for remounting and for matching 
pearls may be had oi request. 


Theodore B. Starr, Inc. 


JEWELERS & SILVERSMITHS 


ESTABLISHED 1862 
FIFTH AVENUE AND 47TH STREET 
New York 





Debutantes Have Decided in 
Favor of Daylight This Year 


ST YEAR it was unfashionable to be seen until evening. Those who 


A 

WG emerged while the sun shone gave the impression that they were 
still weary from night life. This year it is fashionable to look as if you had 
just returned from the country. Debutantes have decided to recognize day- 
light. This calls for a face powder which can withstand the sun’s rays, which 
will make one look as glowing by daylight as in the kindlier rays of lamplight. 


Bourjois, in the Peaches-and-Cream* and Peaches* shades of MANON 
LESCAUT* Face Powder, has solved the daylight problem. Peaches-and-Cream 
is a tan-and-rose out-of-doors shade, radiant and soft ... Peaches is a delicate 
tan with the faintest touch of pink, giving the glowing effect of wind and sun. 


These new shades are the result of years of experiment. You will find 
Peaches-and-Cream and Peaches on sale at reliable drug stores. 


Buys MANON LESCAUT plier 


NEW YORK 


A. BOURJOIS & CO., Inc. 


31 West 34th Street PARIS 
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(REGD) 


Miyella 


TAO LULL 
Unshrinkable 


CHannel 


or Women's 
Sports Clothes. 
Children's Wear. 
Mens Shirts. 


Trousers. Etc. 


ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET 
ON REQUEST 





Wn HOoLtiins &Co.1nc. 
45-F EAST 17™ST.NEW YORK 
Wm. Hollins & Co.Ltd 


62 FRONT ST. W..TORONTO 
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REG.U.S. PAT. OFF 


NECKLACE 


he family and friends will 
keep it growing 


Add-a-hearl 


are sold only on this card 


ASK YOUR JEWELER 
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IT is significant that a renewed 
interest in Duncan Phyfe furni- 
ture should have occurred about 
100 years from the time. he 
created the style which bears his 
name. 


The above grouping betrays the 
decarative possibilities of Phyfe 
furniture. These graceful pieces 
may be grouped with such as 
Sheraton, Adam, Hepplewhite 
and Louis XVI styles in a most 
harmonious manner. 


Made of carefully selected cabi- 
net woods, faithful in design and 
fashioned by Grand _ Rapids’ 
finest craftsmen, Duncan Phyfe 
Tables, as interpreted by Im- 
perial, add to the home a purely 


- American influence, plus the art 


and comfort conveyed by this 
great American designer. 


At your request an interesting 
booklet, “Heirlooms of To- 
morrow,” will be sent to you. 
Write Dept. D, giving name of 
your local furniture dealer. 


Imperial Tables 
are sold only 


‘through retail 


stores. Find the 
Imperial shop- 
mark before com- 
pleting your pur- 
chase. 


IMPERIAL FURNITURE CO. 


FOR TWENTY YEARS AT GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN 
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Vicarious knights in quest of adventures for the birds they carry. 


THE CUBAN RIVIERA 


Henry James Forman’s Article 


(Continued from page 148) 


between Monte Carlo and Havana to a 
croupier he will instantly reassure you: 

have been in every big Casino in the 
world,” he will tell you, ‘“‘and we do things 
here—take it from me—that they never 
dreamed of doing in those others,’’ whatever 
that may mean. 

But we are anticipating. 

First of all there is the five or six mile drive 
through the Vedado under the velvety star- 
spangled tropic night, cool, refreshing, to the 
Casino Park. Your flushed face after the 
warmth of the Jai Alai is fanned by the ever- 
fragrant breeze. You walk up the steps as to 
some large country club and enter nothing 
more flagrant than an immense, softly lighted 
restaurant, where people are eating, or sipping 
cool drinks, or dancing to the music of the 
best orchestra in the Caribbean. The ten- 
dency is to occupy a table and do likewise. 
But where, you finally say, is that—er—far- 
famed Casino? 


N the extreme rear of the restaurant to the 

left is a single door. You see people drift- 
ing in and out of that door casually, naturally 
enough. Before long you drift in that door 
yourself, inevitably. And there you behold a 
very fair presentment of the great salle de 
jeu of Monte Carlo. Round the walls are 
little knots of people, some standing, some 
sitting on tall stools, little colonies of people 
intensely absorbed in a peculiarly shaped 
table faintly resembling a violin. You hear 
the rattle of ivory against hard wood. And 
as you approach you perceive a roulette wheel 
spinning and a little yellowish white ball whirl- 
ing madly, holding every eye at that table fas- 
cinated, spellbound. The spinning wheel slows 
up gradually, the little ivory ball falls into a 
groove and number thirty-four has won. 

A little hubbub of chatter breaks out among 
the spectators. Some stout dame, all but 
bursting the shoulder straps of her evening 
gown, turns apoplectic with pleasure, as 


stacks of chips are pushed toward her by the 
croupier. 

“*T just knew that number had to win soon,” 
she cackles, joyously, ‘‘so I kept backing and 
backing it. Nothing like sticking to one num- 
ber. I'll back it again—see if I don’t.” 

The croupier has meanwhile raked in the 
chips of all the other numbers and the stakes 
on the color and margins that did not win, 
and silently, priestlike, aloof, he and his two 
companions of the order of the spinning ivory 
are waiting for the next turn. 

The familiar announcements in sepulchral 
voices, the dix-sept, noir, impair, et manque, 
of Monte Carlo, the faites vos jeux! and rien 
ne vas plus! familiar to the Casinos of Europe 
is never heard in Havana. 

No one invites you to “place your stakes,” 
no one tells you rien ne va plus. Stakes are 
put down long after the wheel has begun to 
turn, and no one takes any advantage of the 
fact by waiting until too near the stopping 
point. Nor is any announcement made of the 
winning number or color, because the croupier 
thinks it an insult to the intelligence of the 
spectators and players to tell them that 
which they see plainly before their eyes. 


EFORE long some of the players leave and 
some of the spectators become players. 
The lowest stake is a dollar, though the eve- 
ning is all one need ever spend there. There 
is no discrimination made between spectators 
and players. 

“T think I’ll try it,” you hear some flutter- 
ing feminine voice whispering to a dinner- 
jacketed escort. ‘“‘My lucky number—you 
know.” 

A twenty-dollar bill passes across the table 
and a stack of twenty chips is moved by the 
croupier toward the lady, a bride like as not. 
She plays seventeen, and that is a sure sign 
that she has played before. Seventeen is 
often called the gambler’s number. Every 

(Concluded on page 152) 
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i i? Direct by 
2 Mail to You 
IGGER, meatier, sweeter pecans, 


fresh from the trees to your table. 
Pecanway shells are so delicate that they 
can be cracked easily by pressing two nuts 
together in the palm of the hand, allowing 
the meat to be extracted in perfect halves. 
A pound of Pecanways yields full 10 oz. of 
meats as compared with the 7 or 8 oz. 
given by a good commercial variety of 
pecan. Pecanways are the cream of the 
crop from the highly cultivated trees. 
Order a Gift Package today for yourself or 
friend. Money returned if not satisfied. 
Sold only in 3 and 5 lb. packages. 


3 lb. package, postpaid $3.50 
5 lb. ” - 5.5 
Add 50 cents additional postage for shipments 

west of Mississippi. 


Their attractive package makes Pe- 
canways a novel gift, highly appre- 
ciated by every man, woman or child. 


M. O. DANTZLER 


E. Pecanway Place Orangeburg, S. C. 
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é 99—the DE BEVOISE Brassi Sensation—is 
SMARTWAY finished with Victor Wak ond les ape 





You will not 
have to do this- 


YOUR brassieres and dress linings are 

finished with VICTOR Riveted Hook and 
Eye Tape. The hooks and eyes will outlast the gar- 
ment. Every garment is guaranteed. You know that 
sewed-in hooks and eyes will come off after launder 
ing. Askfor VICTOR Riveted Hook and Eye Tape 
—where every hook and eye is riveted to a special 
tape with a non-rustable rivet. 























Vanity footwear 
reflects personality 































Containing the exclu- 
sive features of im- 
ported Parisian 
creations and an 
unequalled orig- 


SHOES are 
an amazing 
worth when 
you consider 
their reason- 
able price. 


MARGY 

Patent Colt or 

Black Satin... . $14.00 
Black Velvet. .... 14.00 
Suede in Black, 
Brown, Gray and 
Cinnamon....... 15.00 
Gold or Silver Bro- 

GS 600 6.8 oben 16.50 


IRENE 

Pat. Colt, Bk. Satin 

or Black Velvet... 15.00 
Suede in_ Black, 
Brown, Gray or 
Cinnamon....... 16.00 
Black or White 

Satin Brocade.... 16.00 
Gold or Silver Bro- 
re a 17.00 


Gold or Silver 


for “Vanity 
Footnotes,” 


ing illustra- 
tions of 
shoes for 
every occa- 
sion, in all 
materials. 


Mail Orders Filled 





VANITY BOOT SHOP, Inc. 
73 West soth Street 
New York City 





Ta 


inality of style, 
VANITY: 


contain-| 








Paisley Brocade 20.00 | 


1G........ 24.00 


Send now| 















UST what travelers have been 

seeking—the TuxkawaY folding 
umbrella meets every demand. First, 
it is small—-slips easily into grip, 
dresser-drawer or under auto seat. 
Easy to operate—scarcely takes 10 
seconds to open or close. Finally, its 
rare distinctiveness and craftsman- 
ship win instant admiration. In 
black and colored fabrics, with dis- 
tinctive handles formen and women 
—the ideal gift. 


In good stores—everywhere. 


SIEGEL- ROTHSCHILD & COMPANY 
Makers of “Siroco” Umbrellas, Parasols & Canes 


New York - - - - «@ Baltimore 
Y 
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‘ FORA RAINY nay 
Cihe Perfect Gripbrelila 
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As Fresh as a Rose 


and 
As Smooth as Velvet 


are the descriptions of the 
complexion acquired by the 
use of 


Dost 
BEAUTY 
PRODUCTS 














The Creams, Youth Lotion 
and Skin Food restore to the 
skin the smoothness of a velvet 
background against which the 
Rouges, Powders and Eye 
Shade produce the glowing 
freshness and the bloom of a 
living rose. 

Pure ingredients, honestly and 
sensibly compounded, benefi- 
cial and harmless, are their 
best recommendations. 

Used by American women for 
over fifteen years. 


PRICE LIST 
oS 


Red Red Rouge........ . .$1.50 
3 shades, Light, Medium and Dark 
Paste for the lips. Stays on 24 hours 


“Kiss me, it won’t come 


ppt RRS RCA eer eee ys 2.00 
Liquid Rouge for the lips 
Aurore Rouge (large)..... 3.00 


A Powder Rouge for the face 
Stays on 24 hours 


Aurore Rouge (small)..... 1.50 
Youth LotiOm.....i-.....255. 4.25 
Desti Face Powder, Shades 
Sunburn, Mauve, Ochre, 
Rachel, Chair, Blanche.... 2.25 
Eye Shade (Blue or Buft).. 1.50 
Desti Vanishing Cream.... 2.25 
An excellent powder base 

Desti Cleansing Cream.... 2.25 
For removing face blemishes 

Desti Skin Food.......... 2.25 
For reviving dry and dead looking skin 
Desti Special Youth Un- 
ee a ee a 


In conjunction with Youth Lotion 
gives skin a healthy look 


2.25 


If not at your dealer write direct to 


LIONEL TRADING COMPANY, Inc. 


320 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
U. S. Distributors 
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| IT’S NOT TOO EARLY 


“to think of Christmas 
and an easy way to solve 
‘that Christmas gift problem’ 
with 


Bachrach Portraits 


Presents that your friends 
will treasure and that 
you can “easily afford to 
ve. MW Arrange fora 
sittin NOW } before the 
usual rush incident to 
Christmas business. 





Note :—If you care to drop a postal to 507 Fifth Avenue, we will be 
delighted to send you with no charge a fascinating 32 page booklet 
portraying pictorially the development of modern photography. 


Bachrach 


Photographs of Distinction 
507 Fifth Avenue 





Brooklyn Lynn 
East Orange Worcester 
Mount Vernon Boston 
Philadelphia Providence 
Baltimore Fall River 
Washington New Bedford 
Richmond Hartford 
Cleveland Springfield 
Detroit New Haven 
Pittsburgh Waterbury 
Wilkesbarre Indianapolis 
Portland Cincinnati 
Lowell New York Columbus 





HARPER’S BAZAR 


THE CUBAN RIVIERA 


Henry James Forman’s 


Article 


(Concluded from page 150) 


one seems to have a strange, inexplicable faith 
in seventeen. 

She plays it and she loses, plays it again 
and loses. She plays seventeen still, the 
column of seventeen, the color of seventeen, 
until finally she wins. A brilliant glance of 
triumph. 

“Didn’t I tell you?” she plays it again and 
wins. Let joy be unconfined. She now plays 
both seventeen, and its double, thirty-four. 
Thirty-four wins. She happens to be a thrifty 
soul and stops in good time. 

“T think I'll take cash,” she murmurs 
mechanically; the croupier takes the chips, 
counts them by the sense of touch in a single 
movement. She has won—oh, there will be 
new hatsin that. She is one of the lucky ones. 
There are plenty of the others. 


ND who are some of those others? In this 

respect the Casino at Havana is distinctive 
perhaps among all other Casinos in the world. 
Here, as elsewhere to be sure, you see the 
usual assortment of players, fashionable, 
questionable, sordid, lavish, cynical, and so on. 
But nowhere else do you see family parties 
sitting at the tables. 

Your eye falls on some gray-haired Cuban 
planter or business-man, magnificent in 
white, benevolent of aspect, with immense 
stacks of chips before him. You see a young 
woman or two with him. There is a youth 
with the first faint intimations of an immortal 
mustache on his lips and a boy of perhaps 
f urtee n or fifteen. 

“What on earth is all this? ” you whisper. 

“That's Sefior So-and-So,” your cicerone 
tells you, “‘enormously rich—with his family. 
He often comes here and brings them all. 
They have lost as much as fifty thousand 
dollars in a night. And they have won, too. 
That’s the way the old boy gets his amuse- 
ment. He prefers it to the movies. 

Mr. Cahill, the alert and genial proprietor 
of the gaming room, stands by and watches 
the spectacle with an inscrutable detachment. 
It is as though he were drawn to the table 
with the young people in a p!ace where adults 
are the rule. The flushed faces and eager 
eyes of the young people draw many to that 
table. But in general few remain to play there. 

‘A family party, ” one says. ‘“Let’s play 
somewhere else.” It is probable that not 
Monte Carlo or Hamburg or Macao has ever 
yielded precisely that sort of tableau. 

The old Sefior glances at his watch. 

“Ah, it is quite late,” he murmurs. The 
chips are turned into cash and the interest- 
ing family, chattering excitedly over their 
ev ening s entertainment, leave the h hall. 

‘Too bad they have to be going,” your 
Cuban host smiles, “but I suppose the girls 

must get some beauty sleep.’ 

“Ves,” you say, ‘I shouldn’t wonder if 
curfew were to ring any minute. It’s nearly 
three o'clock 

The truth is Havana doesn’t know how, 
when, or why to go to bed. When those 
people get any sleep is a mystery. Be up 
as late as you like, you will see them; if 
you were to rise ever so early—only you 
never do—you would find them astir before 
you. It’s as though they were fearful of 
missing something of importance. The old 
tropical habit of a siesta in the middle of 
the day is now virtually extinct. The trolley 
cars don’t retire for siesta, nor yet the Fords. 
The town seems to be forever throbbing with 
life. Perhaps what Cubans are afraid of 
missing is any part of their superb climate. 


HE American visitor cannot at first 

realize that the cloudless sky, the brilliant 
sun, the perfect nights are a permanency 
throughout the season. So he keeps madly 
going to make hay while the sun shines. 
When he discovers that the sun shines all 
the time, then he thinks he ought to store 
some of it up for home use during our 
American spring. But he never brings 
enough thermos bottles for the purpose. 

Besides, there are some things that you 
simply have to do while you are in Cuba. 
There are no particular museums or 
churches to “‘sight-see,’’ but nearly every- 
body sooner or later finds the way to 
“Dirty Joe's.” 

Dirty Joe’s is nothing more nor less than 
a corner saloon, open to the wide after the 
tropic manner—without walls that is, but 
with shutters that never shut. At a very low 
cost, Joe, who is a Cuban with an American 
training, dispenses the best mixed drinks ia 
Havana. Some of his patrons leaning against 


the bar may seem unsavory. But his el 
presidente is undoubtedly the best cocktail 
put together in the Western Hemisphere. It 
is the original of the royal Nonesuch. Two 
or three of these are said to make one wholly 
oblivious to Joe’s unscoured environment—to 
make Joe himself look like the Mayor of 
Spotlesstown. Joe and his two brothers are 
always there, forever busy, never asleep. And 
let Joe for a moment suspect that you are 
somebody the first time you park your pres- 
ence against his unannealed bar, and with a 
grand gesture he will execute all your com- 
mands and refuse largess. 

“On the house,” he declares, “next time 
you pay, not now.”’ And nothing will induce 
him to alter his decision. Yet they say Joe 
is getting richer every year. His fine hidalgo 
hospitality is evidently not bankrupting him. 
They say that the yachting parties of the 
great who drop in at Havana always seek out 
Joe and his el presidente. Joe's is in the heart 
of the city and no yachts were moored on the 
corner before his bodega when I was there. 
But it is very probable for all that. 

You see, there are so many things to do in 
Havana. If you have been up late and 
feasted the night before, you may want to 
breakfast the next morning at the Inglaterra 
away from American environment. The 
Inglaterra is a distinctly Cuban hotel that 
Joseph Hergesheimer preferred to all others. 
They know there just the right shade of un- 
ripeness for the green coconut they open for 
you. The clear water of that young coconut 
is said to be exceedingly good for what ails 
you. The hair of the dog that bit you is as 
barbed wire by comparison with that cool 
soothing liquid. The bill of fare is printed in 
both Spanish and English, and you enter the 
restaurant from the street at any point, 
through door or window—they are all alike. 
It is very Spanish. 

Then there is the Country Club at Marianao 
with golf, or tennis, or a motor drive into - 
country that is in itself a delight. Only i 
the country do you realize fully that you fir 
in the tropics. The spreading plantations 
of sugar cane, the fronds of glistening, 
listless, broad-leafed banana plants, the 
bunched aggregation of bamboo, the shady 
mango trees, the aerial orchids suspended or 
perched on branches overhead, and every- 
where the endless coconut palm and its mag- 
nificent brother, the royal palm—all these, 
with the pervasive sunlight they filter, make 
unforgettable pictures in the mind. They 
seem to be creations for easy living among 
mortals, and it comes to you that men’s 
settlements in our harsher climates were 
probably a mistake or a misfortune, due to 
lack of transport in the primeval days of race 
migrations. 


HERE is an astonishing number of things 

to do in Havana, small city as it is. There 
is the French restaurant in O’Reilly Street 
that will serve you a dinner, notably as to 
fish, in the taste and with sauces as good as 
Paillard’s in Paris. Well, you can’t very 
easily bring yourself to miss that. Then it 
is always possible to keep wandering about 
Obispo and O'Reilly Street and their vicinage 
to do shopping, to pick up trinkets, to look at 
mantillas in flaming Andalusian colors, to buy 
hats, tortoise-shell. 

One New Yorker complained comically at 
the busyness of her husband. She had be- 
come acquainted with a resident clergyman’s 
wife who came one Sunday morning to the 
hotel to take the New Yorkers to her hus- 
band’s church. 

“And I had to tell her,’’ sadly declared the 
New York woman, “‘that John was out, that 
he had got up early and gone to a cock-fight.” 

That, by the way, is another industry of 
Cuba. Of a Sunday morning, owners of 
fighting birds will perambulate the town like 
a sort of vicarious knights in quest of adven- 
tures for the birds they carry and of some 
honorable betting for themselves. 

In town or country it is all the same. 
Cubans boast of their fighting birds. They 
breed, raise, and collect them. A tradesman, 
a butcher or a baker will suddenly startle you 
by the number of birds he will show you 
ranging in price up to hundreds of dollars—a 
whole estate in fighting cocks. 

Yes, taking it as a whole, it would be diffi- 
cult to bring either prohibition or Blue Sun- 
days to Cuba. It is like those Pleasure Cities 
in one of H. G. Wells's stories—by tacit con- 
sent, seemingly, set apart for pleasure and 
holiday making—a natura] Riviera. 


*) 


We've been announcing it for months and now it’s ready— 
Mildred Cram’s novel, “‘ The Tide.” The first installment 
will be published in the December Harper's Basar. 
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Beautiful Log Fires 


Fairy Fuel sprin- 
kled on your log 
fire gives the 
beautiful color- 
ings produced by 
burning driftwood. 
In the fascinating 
flames can be seen 
the blue of the 
sky, the green of 
the sea and the red 
and gold of the set- 
ting sun. Package 
poneee ee Ask for 
Pohlson 
always 
include at- 
things for 
















unique 
tractive 
everyone. 





Ash Trays for 
Your wig 
Tables 


Enameled 

trays in six 
different colors, 
serve as ash trays 
and table numbers. Set 
of six only $2.50 postpaid. 
Ask for No. 4734 


“What Shall I Give a Man” 








Aa Song to 
A Clean Pipe 


ing Cole wos a merry old soul 
damerry old ~soul was he 
rpe 


nd he cleaned Mis- 
ts .sTem and its bowl 
nd he cleaned if eavefully 














If he smokes a pipe, the King Cole Pipe Cleaner 
will be most welcome. It cleans the pipe from stem 
to bowl and has a little taper to pack the tobacco. 
They come in a silver plated case that may be 
tucked into the pocket or attached to the watch 
chain. Postpaid, only $1. Ask for No. 1553. 
Our year book contains more than 600 other gift 
suggestions—unique and origing al things for old 
and young. It is free. Write for it. 


POHLSON GIFT SHOPS 
Dept. 141 Pawtucket, Rhode Island 


| SAVE 
| HALF 
+ 





USUAL 
/\ PRICE! 
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Home 


Lamps and Shades 
Delightful Work — Easy = Profitable 


Parchment shades, lamps, and _ shields 
in artistic designs are very much in vogue. 
Save '% the usual price by getting our 
shades flat, designed ready for coloring 
(300 designs and sizes). Full directions. 
Anyone can do it. If you are interested in 
studying color harmony, unusual methods 
of treatment, effective combinations, send 
15c for 32 page book of instructions for 
making and painting parchment shades, 
both in oil and water colors. No teacher is 
required. 15 beautifully colored illustra- 
tions showing finished shades. 


One of the hun- 
dreds of beautiful 
lamp and shade de- 


signs pictured in 
catalog, with sugges- 
tions for color 





combinations. 


CHINA PAINTERS! 


Everything in white china—saving from 
10 to 40 per cent. We are America’s 
largest white china importers and sell direct 
to users. 


54_U, showing 
Contains over 


Send for free catalog, 
Lamps, Shades and China. 
2000 illustrations. 


Thayer & Chandler 


913 W. Van Buren St., Chicago | 
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LBL BE SF 


Comfy 


and 


Chic! 


Made by 


INCORPORATED 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 


The Beautiful Walking Shoe 


I. MILLER & SONS 
One Carlton Ave., 








Where fashionable 
women congregate you 
will find the Truwauk 
Shoe, for women of 
fashion are glad to 
get a supreme comfort 
when the style is beau- 
tiful and correct. 
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Of These Two Creams = Which? 


Most beauty specialists offer but one cleansing 
cream—an average preparation not specifically 
adapted either to a dry or oily skin. 
is not content with such _hit-or-miss 

La Dysaline—the Darsy Cleansing 


ane 
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however, 
procedure. 


are prepared 


La Dysaline, 
Specify dry or oily skin. 
Boston: Caroline T. 
Francisco : 
Sutter Street. 
Darsy treatments. 


Cream —is prepared in two forms. 
taining glycerine, is for oily skins; the other, with- 
out glycerine, is suited to the dry or average type. 
Both creams contain the same deep-penetrating oils and 
with the same care in the sweet-smelling 
French laboratory where Darsy preparations originate. 


indispensable to thorough cleansing, $1. 


hite House; 


By mail from V. Darsy or at the following shops: Booklet. When 
Peabody, 551 Boylston Street. San + Vass 
Darsy Salon de Jeunesse, 358 sa ew orr, 
The latter shop is authorized to give complete visit the Salon 
for French Treat- 
ments. 


V. DARSY 


17-A West 49th St. 
54 Rue du Faubourg St. Honoré, Paris 
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Darsy, 





One, con- 


Write for ques- 


tionnaire an 


New York 
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Th Time - Tested 
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Whether you 
fortably overweight or 
merely wish to lose a few 


are uncom- 


poundsfortashion’s sake,eat 


BASY BREAD 


It will help you safely and 
strengtheningly, without in- 
terfering with your natural 
mode of living, or, even 
important, without 
present or future danger to 
your health. 


more 


Free Booklet on Request 
DOCTORS’ ESSENTIAL 
FOODS Co. 

39 Oakwood Avenue 
Orange New Jersey 


Quietly supplied for years to the most conservative families, 
often on advice of phy sicians of highest standing, Basy 
Bread deservedly enjoys its time-tested reputation of a safe 
reducing food. 

It is a simple, dependable food, wholesome and delicious, 
that supplies increased energy and acts exactly as nature 
would. Tt has nothing in common with medicines, drugs 
or methods of dieting, massage or exercise which leave you 
worn out, weakened and starved. 

Write us today, and we 
will send you our free 
booklet, giving detailed 
information. 





BASY BR 


REGISTERED — TRADE MARK 
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Ask 
Federal dye 








HE chill winds 
T now here whis- 
per that winter is fast 
approaching and hint, 
in an unforgettable 
manner, that we don 
the furs of the new 
season. 


The new styles are set 
and choice should be 
restricted to those that 
are beyond criticism. 
But the quality of the 
dye mus also be beyond 
reproach. 


Furs. which are Federal dyed 
express not only the high- 
est refinements of the fur 
dyer’s art, but they sum- 
marize your every desire 
for authenticity of color, 
dependability of dye and 
enduring beauty. 


Whether your choice falls 
upon Ermine, Mink, Ko- 
linsky, Squirrel, Caracul, 
Fox or any of the other 
finer furs you will find a 
Federal dyed Fur to suit 
your individuality and taste. 


2*FEDERAL 


FUR DYEING CORP. 


303-407 root WOE Clue 
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Corset reproduced by courtesy of 
Strouse, Adler & Co. 








HEN YOU realize the part that elastic plays 
in the comfort, fit and wear of the corset 
of today you can appreciate why women 

who are more-than-ordinarily particular in 

matters of dress pay a little more for corsets 

made with KENLASTIC, the knitted elastic. 
JAMES R. KENDRICK CO., Inc., 
Germantown, PHILADELPHIA 


(Department G 
205 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK 


ee] 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF 


~the knitted elastic _ 
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A STUDY IN DINING EXQUISITELY 


By KATHARINE 


OUR QUOI do we eat? To live? Untu- 
Pri fallacy. Food is that arbiter on 

the selection, appreciation, and disposal 
of which our destiny rests—to breakfast 
daintily, to lunch sensibly, and to dine hand- 
somely, acknowledging our dependence grace- 
fully, and our pleasure with discretion. 

To those whose lives are regulated by these 
dictates, these words are addressed—to those 
to whom a cauliflower is ever a cauliflower and 
a soufflé a state of mind. 

In New York and environs, including San 
Francisco, food has been a sustaining factor 
almost to the exclusion of its more delicate 
properties. A few notable exceptions there 
have been, restaurateurs who have followed 
the classical tradition derived from the ele- 
gant services of the days of the later Louis— 
Louis Sherry, Delmonico, and Martin. 

American kitchens have, however, dedi- 


cated themselves largely to the glorification, 


of the timid lima bean. Parisian standards 
are the only standards by which the per- 
fectly proportioned, perfectly presented din- 
ner may be served. 

M. Borgo, of the Club Royal—formerly 
maitre d’hétel of Martin’s—reminds us of the 
days of King Edward’s youth, when he was 
Prince of Wales and bon vivant extraordinaire. 
\t a great souper given by the Marquis de 
Soveral the menu was of a richness and 
sumptuousness such as we of a more active 
and perhaps less capable generation look upon 
with awe. 


Délices du Volga sur Canapé 
( — aux Paillettes au Parmesan 
Cételettes de Saumon Alexandra 
Mignonnetles d’ Agneau Renaissance 
Parfait de Foie Gras en Aspic 
Mousseline de Jambon 
Supréme de Volaille Jeannette 
Cailles Richelieu 
Terrine de Canard a la Claridge 
Aspergés d’ Argenteuil 
Truffes au Champagne 
Réve de Venus Voilé Orientale 
Mignardises 
Fruits 
Moka 


O-DAY, M. Borgo tells us, a dinner need 

be no less exquisite for being two or three 
hours shorter. The table is set as simply as 
possible, with a low bow! of roses and smilax and 
violets of Parma scattered over the table. 

For a dinner for eight as little silver on the 
table as possible. Small bread-and-butter 
plates with butter and butter-knife already 
on the plate. A large plate on which the nap- 
kin is placed, folded plainly and not curled— 
the finer way since the simpler and least 
handled. On this a roll. On the right, silver 
knife, fish knife and a spoon. On the left, 
dinner fork and fish fork. All other silver is 
served with the course for which it is 
intended. 

The glassware 1s arbitrarily modified. 
Cocktails are served with canape before the 
guests reach the table. The table, therefore, 
has only a water goblet, claret and champagne 
glasses. A corsage bouquet alternates with a 
boutonniére before each plate. 


STURGES 


For a small table the boutonniéres may be 
grouped for the center decoration, the scat- 
tered decoration less profuse. Small contain- 
ers for almonds and bonbons stand at alter- 
nate places. 

So at a simplified table comes the lighter 
menu, but not less beautifully contrived than 
the dishes of the kings. Fewer sauces, fewer 
wines, but such sauces as there are flavored to 
perfection, and roasts turned to the exact color. 

It is the custom of the Italian chef, M. 
Borgo tells us, as with most others, to taste 
and taste again. The French chef seasons 
and never tastes. His highly trained eyes 
judge the finest proportions of flavoring. 


ITH the curtailed menu comes the cur- 

tailed wine list. It is the American cus- 
tom among those who dine fastidiously to 
serve champagne to the exclusion of other and 
subtler wines. With the fish should be served 
a white wine and champagne to follow. After 
dinner the liqueur comes in a half-filled liqueur 
glass that Madame’s fingers may not be made 
unpleasant by the thick syrup dripping. But 
perhaps Americans are not altogether to be 
blamed for such irregularities of service. 

Theodore, of Louis Sherry’s, speaks also of 
a simply set table. The table in the private 
home is, of course, a different and subtler 
affair. The cloth should be the finest damask, 
plain satin, or with a geometric pattern which 
does not attract the eye. It is monogramed 
in one corner. A Venetian lace centerpiece is 
placed under the low bowl of flowers of the 
season, and candlesticks with shades are used 
—a pair for a small table set for four or four 
candles for a larger table. The table is set 
with a large plate with napkin folded in triple 
rolls, small bread-and-butter plate with a 
small roll on it and Adam salt dishes and a 
glass and silver pepper-mill. 

The silver Theodore recommends is a steel 
knife, a fish knife, a soup spoon and an oyster 
fork placed with the prongs in the bowl of the 
spoon—and to the left a large fork, fish fork, 
and dessert fork. The glassware is water, 
champagne, and Burgundy or white wine 
glasses, and cocktails which are served before 
the dinner. 

Before the sweet is served, all dishes are 
removed except the champagne and water 
glasses—an American is not to be separated 
from his glass of ice-water. The sweet is then 
brought on and served with fruit. A dainty 
and refreshing course not sufficiently en- 
couraged. After the fruit finger-bowls— 
coffee, then liqueur and cigars. 

The effectiveness of the table may be en- 
hanced in the private house by the skilful use of 
color and beautiful service. Very simple, beauti- 
ful French china is recommended and the glass- 
ware may be of the most fragile and exquisite. 

With pale rose Bohemian glassware arrange 
a centerpiece of camellias and white lilacs. 
With milk white Venetian glass, a gold luster 
bowl of persimmons, purple grapes, and pale 
yellow apples built around a corsage bouquet 
of purple sweet peas. 

The menu? But that is to your taste—just 
so it be well chosen and prepared to a nicety. 
The world is turned upside down for your de- 
light. Life asks only of you—discretion. 
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How to Get Rid of 
Too Much 








Reveals Easy Way 
To SLENDERNESS 


So as to enable every 
fat woman to_ benefit by 
the amazing French dis- 
covery with which Eu- 
ropeans are now getting 
rid of flabby hips and 
double chins, I will ex- 
plain, for a limited time 
only, to every one who 
sends in name and address, 
how I took off 50 pounds in 
two months. 

No matter how much 
or how little you want 
to reduce or how many 
things you have tried in 
the past, by using SANGRA externally, you can 
now do just as i. id and get a slim, be autiful figure 
a DIE’ EXERCISE S, DRUGS, AB- 

URD CRE AMS oF APPLIANCES. 

I will tell you just what to do to reduce and give 
you the same directions for which Europeans have 
paid thousands in Paris, and which will only cost 
you a few cents a day to follow. 

BEWARE: Results of this treatment have 
been so successful in helping hundreds of fat people 
that imitators are trying to fool the public with 
similar advertisements. Remember that MA- 
DAME ELAINE is the originator of this treatment 
and she is the only one to distribute it in America 


MADAME ELAINF, Dept. 15, 1819 Bway., N.Y.C. 








How to care for 


Dull Hair 


You cannot expect hair which 
is naturally devoid of lustre to 
look brilliant or exceptionally 
bright after an ordinary sham- 
poo. You must use a shampoo 
that is different—a shampoo that 
will add real beauty to your hair 
GOLDEN GLINT Shampoo. 
This shampoo will make your 
hair look so much prettier, so 
much more attractive, that you 
will just love to fuss with it. In 
addition to the clean freshness 
any good shampoo gives, it offers 
something unusual, something 
new, something more than a 
promise. This ‘‘something’”’ is a 
secret you'll discover with your 
first Golden Glint Shampoo. 25c 
a package at toilet counters or 
direct. * * * J. W. KOBI Co., 632 
Rainier Ave., Seattle, Wash. 


Golden Glint 
SHAMPOO 
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CHRISTMAS 
GIFTS 


e e a 


for EVERYBODY 


T THIS VERY MOMENT, while you're reading 
this (unless, of course, it happens to be very late 
at night) our editors are rushing up and down 
Fifth Avenue and in and out of those side streets where 
so many charming little shops are located, searching for 
unusual gifts to be shown in next month's Harper's Bazar. 


We're planning this year an exceptionally adequate 
Christmas gift suggestion section. There'll be pages of 
gifts for children, for older boys and girls, for men and 
women, gifts for maids and gifts for pet dogs and cats. 
(Yes, really the last, too. We're not spoofing you.) 


And for the distracted person who can’t possibly think 
what to give Estelle or John or Mrs. So-and-so or Mr. 
Thingumbob—and who isn't distracted by something of 
the sort every Christmas?—this Harper's Bazar gift sug- 
gestion section will prove an invaluable boon. 


And—who knows!—in this very section you may find 
exactly the gift you most want yourself and very adroitly 
you may have it pointed out to the him or her who 
may give it you. 


Yes! a very charming number of Harper’s Bazar this 
Christmas Number will be. And there are any other 
number of reasons you won't care to miss it besides the 
Christmas gift suggestion feature. For one thing, in this 
issue will be published the first chapters of Mildred 
cram’ “THE TIDE.” On sale December rst. 





DECEMBER 


CHRISTMAS GIFT NUMBER 


Harpers Basar 


50c 


2/- in London 6 fr. in Paris 





NOTE: You will find Harper’s Bazar on sale at all 


newsstands in the best residential sections. And 
recently we have made arrangements with a number of 
leading department stores so that you can telephone for 
Harper’s Bazar and have it delivered and charged. 



































Why 
Allow Gray Hair 
To Spoil Your Life 


Youth and Beauty instead of 
that getting old look—a bright 
business and social future in- 
stead of only memories of the 
past, this is what Tausig’s 
Improved instantaneous hair 
color restorer offers you, just 
as it has reopened the doors of 
youth and opportunity for 
thousands of men and women. 


Science Has Perfected 
a Treatment—Gray Hair 
Banished in Thirty Minutes 


After years of effort a group of 
famous scientists have per- 
fected Tausig’s Improved—the 
first and only absolutely safe 
hair color restorer—Patents 
granted in U.S. and Germany 

—You can apply it yourself in 
your own room in thirty min- 
utes. It will recolor gray or 
faded hairtoany desiredshade. 


Defies Detection 


No one, not even an expert, 
could ever tell even that 
| you had used Tausig’s Im- 
| proved. The beautiful shades 
| match exactly with the natural 

color of the hair leaving it soft 

and glossy. You can use it 
for a life time and always keep 
the same uniform shades. 

It is the only safe and harm- 

less instantaneous hair color 

restorer approved by the New 

York City Board of Health and 

endorsed by 16 Professors of 

leading American, Canadian 
and European Medical Col- 


leges and Universities. 


‘Tausigs 


The ingredients of Tausig’s 
Improved are printed on the 
box. We know of no other 
manufacturer who _ protects 
you in this way. Price per 
box sufficient for two or three 
applications $3.00. 





Save Money 
Special Trial Offer 


We want every woman to become 
acquainted with Tausig’s Improved. 
Until December 30th just $1.00 and 
this Coupon will bring you our 
regular $3.00 package good for two 
or three applications. 


EMPRESS COMPANY 
810 Eighth Avenue, New York City 


ee ee ee ee ee ee 
SPECIAL OFFER COU PON 

EMPRESS COMPANY, De ws 

810 Eighth Avenue, New ork C ity 

Send me in a plain package complete $3.00 
outfit of Ta aug s Improved. I enclose $1.00 
with this Special Offer Coupon 

it is understood that if not satisfied I can 
return the unuse d portion and will receive my 
money bac 

X Shows the color of Hair desired 
Rlack 0 Dark Brown 1) Light Brown L 
Chestnut O Auburn ( Blonde ( Drab C 


Titian Red J 


r 
' 
‘ 
' 
t 
‘ 
t 

| 8 

|§ 
' 
' 
' 
! 
] : 
’ Gold Blonde 0 
, 

' 
+ 
' 


\ddress 


Lenawee PERCE Ae 











XL 








se 


~ 





T costs more to buy a LaFayette. 

It costs more to build it. The 
fine material and the unhurried 
labor that go into it exact, quite 
justly, a little higher price. It is so 
with all fine things. 


Our owners tell us, however, that 
the LaFayette is worth all that we 


Steadily the conviction that the LaFayette is 


HARPER’S 


have to ask for it, that this car 
returns full value in comfort, use- 
fulness and enjoyment. 


Even those who have owned and 
driven motor cars costing a great 
deal more say that LaFayette per- 
formance is unquestionably the 
finest they have ever known. 


one of the world’s finest motor cars ts finding 


wider and wider acceptance as the experience of LaFayette owners becomes known 


LaFayette Morors Corporation, Mi/waukee, Wisconsin 
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“THE EYE 1S FORERUNNER 
OF THE PALATE” 


1 JELLO 


OS Most famous dessert 
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Every woman enthuses at the surpassing loveliness of Luxite Lingerie. There 
is simply nothing like it. Unusual artistry of design ; a matchless quality of 
pure, closely-woven silk ; tailored shapeliness of generousl¥full cut ; pains- 
taking workmanship — these are the especial attributes of Luxite Lingerie. 
You can find a wide variety of these garments at stores catering to fine trade. 


A sixteen-page booklet, 
illustrating many styles in 
colors, will be sent upon 
request, also dealer’s name. 


LUXITE — Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Also makers of Luxite Silk Hosiery. 
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